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Fate sits on these dark battlements, and frowns ; 
And, as the portals open to receive me. 
Her voice, in sullen echoes through the courts. 
Tells of a nameless deed. 
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MYSTERIES OF UDOLPHO. 



CHAPTER I. 



^lus Ob the chill Lapponian's dreary land, 
For many a long month lost in snow profound^ 
liVhen Sol from Cancer sends the seasons bland, 
And in their northern cave the storms hath bound ; 
From silent mountains, straight, with startling sounds 
Torrents are hurlM, green hills emerge, and lo, 
The trees with foliage, cliffs with flowers are crown*d ; 
Pure rills through vales of verdure warbling go ; 
And wonder, love, and joy, the peasant's heart o'eHIow. 

BXATTIS* 

SB>VERALof hef succeeding days pa&sed in suspense^ 
for Ludovico could oilly learn from the soldiers that 
there was a prisoner in the apartment descrihed to 
him by Emily, and that he was a Frenchman, whom 
they had taken in one of their skirmishes wilh. a 
party of his countrymen. During this interval, Emi- 
ly escaped the persecutions of Bertolini andVerezzi> 
by confining herself to her apartment ; except that 
sometimes, in an evening, she ventured to walk in 
the adjoining corridor. Montoni appeared to respect 
his last promise, though he had profaned his first ; 
for to his protection only coix\d she attribute hef 
present repose ; and in this she was now so secure^ 
that she did not wish to leave tlie ctx'&XV^ <i^ i^^ 

VOIf, XLVJI* B 
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I9>uld obtain some certainty concerning Valancourt; 
for which she waited, indeed, without any sacrifice 
of her own comfort, since no circumstance had oc- 
curred to make her escape probable. 

On the fourth day, Ludovico informed her that 
he bad hopes of bemg admitted to the presence of 
the prisoner ; it being the turn of a. soldier with 
whom he had been for some time familiar, to attend , 
him on the following night. He was not deceived 
in his hope; for, under pretence of carrying in a 
pitcher of water, he entered the prison, thoueh, his 
prudence having prevented him from telling the sen* 
tinel the real motive of his visit, he was obliged to 
make his conference with the prisoner a very short 
one. 

Emily awaited the result in her own apartment, 
Ludovico having promised to accompany Annette 
to the corridor in the evening ; where, aflter several 
hours impatiently counted, he arrived. Emily hav- 
ing then uttered the name of Valancourt, could ar* 
ticulate no more, but hesitated in trembling expec* 
tation. The chevalier would not intrust me with his 
name, Signora, replied Ludovico ; but when I just 
mentioned yours, he seemed overwhelmed with joy, 
though he was jiot so much surprised as I expected. 
Does he then remember me? she exclaimed. 
O ! it is Monsieur Valancourt, said Annette, and 
looked impatiently at Ludovico, who understood 
ber look, and replied to Emily: Yes, lady, the che- 
valier does indeed remember you, and I am sure 
has a very great regard for you, and I made bold 
to say you had for him. He then inquired how you 
oame to know he was in the castle, and whether you 
ordered me to speak to him'. The first question I 
.could not answer, but the second I did ; and then he 
went off into his ecstadies again. I was afraid his joy 
would have betrayed him to the lentinel at the door. 
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But how does he look, Ludovico ? interrupted 
Emily : is he not melancholy and ill with his long 
confinement ? — Why, as to melancholy, I saw no 
symptom of that, lady, while I was with him, for 
he seemed in the finest spirits I ever saw any body 
in, in all my life. His countenance was all joy, and 
if one may judge from that, he was very well ; but 
1 did not ask him. Did he send me no message ? 
said Emily. O yes, Signora, and something besidesi 
replied Ludovico, who searched his pockets. Sure* 
ly I have not lost it! added he. The chevalier said he 
would have written, Madam, if he had had pen and 
ink, and was going to have sent a very long message* 
when the sentinel entered the room, but not before 
he had given me this. Ludovico then drew forth 
a miniature from his bosom, which Emily received 
with a trembling hand, and perceived to be a por^ 
trait of herself — the very picture which her mother 
had lost so strangely in the fishing-house at La 
Valine. 

Tears of mingled joy and tenderness flowed to 
her eyes, while Ludovico proceeded—— Tell your 
lady, said the chevalier as he gave me the picture* 
that this has been my companion and only solace 
in all my misfortunes. Tell her that I have worn 
it next inv heart, and that I send it her as the pledee 
of an afiection which can never die ; that I would 
not part with it, but to her, for the wealUi of worlds ; 
and that I now part with it, only in the hope of soon 

receiving it from her hands. Tell her Just then, 

Signora, the sentinel came in, and the chevalier 
said no more : but he had before asked me to con* 
trive an interview for him with you ; and when I 
told hifa how little hope I had of prevailing with 
tlie guard to aasi&t me, he said that was not perhaps 
of so much consequence as I imagined, and bade 
me contrive to bring back your answer, and 1^ 

b2 
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would inform me of mfre than he chose to do then. 
So this, I think, lady, is the whole of what passed. 

How, Ludovico, shall' I reward you for your zeal|? 
said Emily : but indeed I do not now possess the 
means. When can yoa see the chevalier again ? 
That is uncertain, Signora, replied he : it depends 
upon who stands guard next ; there are not more 
than one or two atuong them, from whom 1 would 
dare to ask admittance to the prison-chamber. 

I need not bid you remember, Ludovico, resumed 
Emily, how very much interested I am in your see- 
ing the chevalier soon; and when you do so, tell 
him that 1 have received the picture, and with the 
sentiments he wished. Tell him I have suffered 
much, and still sufter — She paused. But shall I tell 
him you will see him, lady ? said Ludovico. Most 
certainly I will, replied Emily. But when, Signora, 
. and where? That must depend upon circumstances, 
returned Emily : the place and the hour must be 
regulated by his opportunities. 

As to the place, Mademoiselle, said Annette, 
there is no other place in the castle, besides this 
corridor, where me can see him in safety, you know; 
and as for the hour — it must be when all the signors 
are asleep, if that ever happens ! You may mention 
these circumstances to the chevalier, Ludovico, 
said she^ checking the flippancy of Annette ; and 
leave them to his judgement and opportunity. Tell 
bim my heart is unchanged. But, above all, let 
him see you again as soon as possible ; and, Ludo- 
vico, I think it is needless to tell you I shall very 
anxiously look for you. Having then wished her 
good night, Ludovico descended the staircase, and 
Emily retired to rest,, but not to sleep« for joy now 
rendered her as wakeful as she had ever been from 

frief. Montoni and his castle had all vanished from 
er mind> like the frightful vision of a neoromancer. 
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I 

I and she wandered once more in fairy scenes of un« 

fading happiness : 

I as when, beneath the beam 

i Of summer moons, the distant woods among, 

Or by some flood all silver'd with the gleam, 
Hie soft embodied Fays through airy portals stream* 

A week elapsed before Ludovico again visited 
• the prison; for the sentinels during that period 
,were men in whom he could not confide, and he 
feared to awaken curiosity by asking to see their 
prisoner. In this interval he communicated to 
£mily terrific reports of what was passing fn the 
castle; of riots, quarrels, and of carousals more 
alarming than either; while, from some circum- 
stances which he mentioned, she not only doubted 
whether Montoni meant ever to release her, but 
greatly feared that he had designs concerning her-r 
such as she had formerly dreaded. Her name wasfre- 
quently mentioned in the conversations which Ber- 
tolini and Verezzi held together, and at those times 
they were frequently in contention. Montoni had 
lost large sums to Verezzi, so that there was a 
dreadful possibility of his designing her to be a sub- 
stitute for the debt ; but as she was ignorant that 
he had formerly encouraged the hopes of Bertolini 
^IsOj concerning herself, after the latter had done 
him some signal service, she knew not how to ac- 
count for these contentions between Bertolini and 
Verezzi. The cause of them, however, appeared to 
be of little consequence ; for she thought she saw 
destruction approaching in many forms, and her 
entreaties to Ludovico to contrive an escape, and 
to see the prisoner again, were more urgent than 
ever. 

At length, he informed her that he had again vi- 
sited the chevalier, who had directed him to confide 
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in the guard of the prison, from whom he had al* 
ready received some instances of kindness, and who 
had promised to permit his going into the castle for 
half an hour on the ensuing night, when Montoni 
and his companions should be engaged at their ca- 
rousals. This was kind, to be sure, added Ludo- 
vico : but Sebastian knows he runs no risk in let* 
ting the chevalier out, for if he can get beyond the 
bars and iron doors of the castle, he must be cun- 
ning indeed. But the chevalier desired me, Signo^ 
ra, to go to you immediately, and to beg you would 
allow him to visit you this night, if it was only for 
a moment, for that he could no longer live under 
the same roof without seeing you ; the hour, he 
said, he could not mention, for it must depend on 
circumstances (just as you said, Signora); and the 
place he desired you would appoint, as knowing 
which was best for your own safety. 

Emily was now so much agitated by the near pro* 
gpect of meeting Valanoourt, that it was some time 
before she could give any answer to Ludovico, or 
consider of the place of meeting : when she did, she 
£aw none th^t promised so much security as the 
corridor near her own apartment, which she was 
checked from leaving, by the apprehension of meet- 
ing any of Montoni's guests on their way to their 
rooms ; and she dismissed the scruples which deli* 
cacy opposed, now tliat a serious danger was to be 
avoifled by encountering them. It was settled, 
therefore, that the chevalier should meet her in the 
corridor, at that hour of the night which Ludovico, 
who was to be upon the watch, should judge safest : 
and Emily, as may be imagined, passed this interval 
in a tumult of hope and joy, anxiety and impatience. 
Kever since her residence in the castle had she 
waitched with so much pleasure the sun set behind 
the mountainsi and twilight shade and darkness veil 
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the scene, as on this evening. She counted the 
notes of the great clock, and listened to the steps 
of the sentinels as they changed the watch, only 
to rejoice that another hour was gone. O Valan- 
court ! said she, after all 1 have suffered ; afler our 
long, long separation, when 1 thought I should never 
— never see you more — we are still to meet again 1 
O ! I have endured grief, and anxiety, and terror, 
and let me then not sink beneath this joy ! These 
were moments, when it was impossible for her to 
feel emotions of regret or melancholy for any or- 
dinary interests — even the reflection that she had 
resigned the estates which would have been a pro- 
vision for herself and Valancourt for life, threw only 
a light and transient shade upon her spirits. The 
idea of Valancourt, and that she should see him so 
jsoon, alone occupied her heart. 

At length the clock struck twelve ; she opened 
the door to listen if any noise was in the castle, 
and heard only dii;tant shouts of riot and laughter 
echoed feebly along the gallery. She guessed that 
the signer and his guests were at the banquet. 
They are now engaged for the night, said she ; and 
Valancourt will soon be here.— Having softly closed 
the door, she paced the room with impatient steps, * 
and often went to the casement to listen ibr the 
lute ; but all was silent ; and her agitation every 
moment increasing, she was at length unable to 
support herself, and sat down by the window*. An- 
nette, whom she detained, was in the meat) ome as 
loquacious as usual ; but Ekiiiiy heard scarcely any 
thing she said ; and having at length risen to the 
casement, she distinguished the chords of the lute 
struck with an expressive hand, and then the voice 
she had formerly listened to accompanied it. 
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Kdw rising lore they fannM, now* pleasing dole 
They breathed in tender musings through the heart ; . 
And now a graver, sacred strain they stole, 
As when seraphic hands an hymn impart 1 

Emily wept in doubtful joy and tenderness ; Qnd 
when the strain ceased, she considered it as a sig- 
nal that Valancourt was about to leave the prison. 
Soon after, she heard steps in the corridor ; — they 
were the light, quick steps of hope; she could 
scarcely support herself as they approached ; but, 
opening the door of the apartment, she advanced 
to meet Valancourt, and in the next moment sunlf: 
in the arms of a stranger. His voice — bis counte- 
nance instantly convinced her, and she fainted away. 

On reviving, she found herself supported by the 
stranger, .who was watching over her recovery with 
a countenance of inefiable tenderness and anxiety. 
She had no spirits for reply, or inquiry ; she asked 
no questions, but burst into tears, and disengaged 
herself from his arms; when the expression of his 
countenance changed to surprise and disappoint- 
mentr and he turned to Ludovico for an explana- 
tion. Annette soon gave the information, which 
Ludovico could not. Q, Sir ! said she', in a voice 
interrupted with sobs; O, Sir ! you are not the other 
chevalier. We expected Monsieur Valancourt, but 
you are not he ! O Ludovico ! how could you de- 
ceive us se ? my poor lady will never recover it— 
never ! The stranger, who now appeared much agi- 
tated, attempted to speak, but his words faltered ; 
and then striking his hand against his forehead, as 
if in sudden despair, he walked abruptly to the 
other end of the corridor. 

Suddenly Annette dried her tears, and spoke to 
Ludovico. But perhaps, said she, after all, the other 
chevalier is not this ; perhaps the chevalier Valan- 
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court is Still below. Emily raised her head. No, 
replied Ludovico, Monsieur Valancourt never was 

below, if this gentleman is not he. If you, Sir, 

said Ludovico, addressing the stranger, would but 
have liad the goodness to trust me with your name, 
this mistake had been avoided. Most true, replied 
the stranger, speaking in broken Italian ; but it was 
of the utmost consequence to me that my name 
should be concealed from Montoni. — Madam, added 
he, then addressing Emily in French, will you per- 
mit me to apologize for the pain I have occasioned 
you, and to explain to you alone my name, and the 
circumstance which has led me into this error? I 
am of France;— I am your countryman;— we aye 
met in a foreign land. Emily tried to compose her 
spirit*;; yet she hesitated to grant his request. At 
length, desiring that Ludovico would wait on the 
staircase, and detaining Annette, she told the 
stranger that her woman understood very little 
Italian, and begged he would communicate what 
he wished to say in that language.-^Having with- 
drawn to a distant part of the corridor, he said, 
with a long-drawn sigh, You, Madam, are no 
stranger to me, though I am so unhappy as to be 
unknown to you. — My name is Du Pont ; I am of 
France, of Gascony, your native province, and have 
long admired, — and why should I affect to disguise 
it? — have long loved you. He paused, but in the 
next moment proceeded. My family, Madam,. is 
probably not unknown to you, for we lived within 
a few miles of La Valine, and 1 have sometimes had 
the happiness of meeting you on visits in the neigh- 
bourhood. I will not offend you by repeating how 
much you interested me; how much I loved to 
wander in the scenes you frequented ; how oflen I 
visited your favourite fishing-house, and lamented 
the circumstance which at that time forbade me to 
reveal my passion. J will not exp\avii\v.Q!^\ %i^^^ 
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rendered to temptation, and became possessed of a 
treasure which was to me inestimable ; a treasure^ 
which I committed to your messenger a few days 
ago, with expectations very different from my pre- 
sent ones. I will say nothing of these circ'umstances, 
fori know they will avail me little; let me only 
supplicate from you forgiveness, and the picture 
which I so unwarily returned. Your generosity will 
pardon the theft, and restore the prize. My crime 
tias been my punishment ; for the portrait i stole 
has contributed to nourish a nassion which must 
still be my torment. 

Emily now interrupted him. I think. Sir, I may 
leave it to your integrity to determine, whether, 
afber what has just appeared concerning Mons. Va- 
lancourt, I ought to return the picture. I think 
you will acknowledge that this would not be gene- 
rosity ; and you will allow me to add, that it would 
be doing myself an injustice* I must consider my* 
self honoured by your good opinion, but — rnd 
ghe hesitated^ — the mistake of this evening makes 
it unnecessa^ for me to say more. 

It does, Madam, — alas 1 it does ! said the stran- 
ger, who, after a long pause, proceeded. — But you 
will allow me to show my disinterestedness, though 
not my love, and will accept the services I offer* 
Yet, alas ! what services can I o^r ? I am myself 
a prisoner, a sufferer like you. But dear as liberty 
is to me, I would not seek it through half the ha- 
zards I would encounter to (ieliver you from this 
Recess of vice* Accept- the offered services of a 
friend ; do not refuse me the reward of having at 
least attempted to deserve your thanks. 

You deserve them already. Sir, said Emily ; the 
wish deserves my warmest thanks. But you will 
excuse me for reminding you of the danger you in- 
ciir by prolonging this interview. It ^will be a great 
fiomolauon to me to rememberi whether your 
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friendly attempts to release roe succeed or not, that 
I have a countryman who would so generously pro-* 
tect me*— Monsieur Du Pont took her hand, wnich 
she but feebly attempted to withdraw, and pressed 
it respectfully to his lips. Allow me to breathe 
another fervent sigh for your happiness, said he, 
and to applaud myself for an affection which I can« 
not conquer. As he said this, Emily heard a noise 
from her apartment, and, turning round, saw the 
door from the staircase open, and a man rush into 
her chamber. I will teach you to conquer it, cried 
he, as he advanced into the corridor, and drew a 
stiletto, which he aimed at Du Pont, who was un- 
armed, but who, stepping back, avoided the blow^ 
and then sprung upon Verezzi, from whom he 
wrenched the stiletto. While they struggled in 
each other s grasp, Emily, followed by Annette, ran 
fiirther into the corridor, calling on Ludovico, who 
was, however, gone from the staircase ; and as she 
advanced, terrified and uncertain what to do, a di-^ 
stant noise that seemed to arise from the hfdl, re- 
minded her of. the danger she was incurring ; and 
sending Annette forward in search of Ludovico, 
she returned to the spot where Du Pont and Verez* 
zi were still struggling for victory. It was her own 
cause which was to be decided with that of th^ 
former, whose conduct, independently of this cir^ 
cumstance, would, however, nave interested her in 
his success, even had she not disliked and dreaded 
Verezzi. She threw herself in a chair, and suppli- 
cated them to desist from further violence, till at 
length Du Pont forced Verezzi to the floor, where 
he lay stunned by the violence of his fall ; and she 
then entreated Du Pont to escape from the room, 
before Montoni or his party should appear: but 
be still refused to leave her unprotected; and while, 
Eoiilyy now more terrified for hka \b»ai'(st\iRSt«f^\ 
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enforced the entreaty, they heard steps asceildingf 
the private staircase. 

you are lost ! cried she ; these are Montoni*s 
people. Du Pont made no reply, but supported 
Emily, while with a steady though eager counte- 
nance he Waited their appearance, and in the next 
moment Ludovico alone mounted the landing-place. 
Throwing a hasty glance round the chamber. 
Follow me, said he, as you value your lives ; we 
have not an instatit to Idse I 

Emily inquired what had. occurred, and whither 
they were to go. 

1 cannot stay to tell you now, Signora, replied 
Ludovico: fly! fly! 

She immediately followed him, accompanied by 
Mons. Du Pont, down the staircase, and along a 
vaulted passage, when suddenly she recollected An- 
nette, and inquired for her. She awaits us further 
on, Signora, said Ludovico, almost breathless 
with haste ; the gates were open^ a moment since, 
to a party just come in from the mountains ; they 
will be shut, I fear, before we dan reach them ! 
Through this door, Signora, added Ludovico, hold- 
ing down the lamp ; take care, here are two steps^ 

Emily followed, trembling still more than before 
slie had understood that her escape from the castle 
depended upon the present moment; while Du Pont 
supported her, and endeavoured, as they passed 
along, to cheer her spirits. 
. Speak low, Signor, said Ludovico, these passages 
send echoes all round the castle. 

Take care of the light, cried Emily, you go so 
fas^ that the air will extinguish it. 

Ludovico now opened another door, where they 
found Annette ; and the party then descended a 
short flight of steps into a passage, which, Ludovicof 
said, led round the inner court of the castlci and 
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opened into the outer one. As they advanced, 
confused and tumultuous sounds, that seemed to 
come from the inner court, alarmed Emily. Nay, 
Signora, said Ludovico, our only hope is in that 
tumult ; while the signor's people are busied about 
the men who are just arrived, we may perhaps 
pass unnoticed through the gates. But hush! he 
added, as they approached the small door that 
opened into the outer court ; if you will remain 
here a moment, I will go to see whether the gates 
are open, and any body is in the way. Pray extin^ 
guish the light, Signor, if you hear me talking, 
continued Ludovico, delivering the lamp to Du 
Pont, and remain quite still. 

Saying this, he stepped out upon the court, and 
they closed the door, listening anxiously to his de- 
parting steps. No voice, however, was heard in the 
court which he was crossing, though a confusion 
of many voices yet issued from the inner one. We 
shall soon be beyond the walls, said Du Pont 
softly to Emily; support yourself alittle longer, 
Madam, and all will be well. 

But soon they heard Ludovico speaking loud, 
and the voice also of some other person, and Du 
Pont immediately extinguished the lamp. Ah! 
it is too late ! exclaimed Emily — what is to become 
of us ? They listened again, and then perceived 
that Ludovico was talking with a sentinel, whose 
▼oices were heard also by Emily's favourite dqf^ 
that had followed her from the chamber, and now 
barked loudly. This dog will betray us! said 
Du Pont, I will hold him. I fear he has al- 
ready betrayed Us ! replied Emily. Du Pont, how- 
ever, caught him up, and again listening to what 
was going on without, they heard Ludovico say, Til 
watch the gates the while. 

Stay a mifiute, replied the ientiael^ and ^q>\ 
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need not have the trouble ; for the horses wiU be 
sent round to the outer stables, then the gates will 
be shut, and I can leave my post. I don't raind the 
trouble, comrade, said Ludovico, you will do such 
another good turn for me, some time. Go — gOy and 
fetch the wine ; the rogues that are just come in 
will drink it all else. 

The soldier hesitated, and then called aloud ta 
the people in the second court to know why they 
did not send out the horses, that the gates might 
be shut ; but they were too much enga&;ed to attend 
to him, even if they had heard his voice. 

Aye — aye, said Ludovico, they know better 
than that ; they are sharing it all among them ; if 
you wait till the horses come out, you must wait 
till the wine is drunk. I have had my share already; 
but since you do not care about yours, t see no 
reason why I should not have that too. 

Hold, hold, not so fast, cried the scntitiel ; do 
watch then for a moment ; Til be with you pre- 
sently. * 

Don't hurry yourself, said Ludovico coolly, I 
have kept guard before now. But you may leave 
me your trombone *, that if the castle should be 
attacked, you know, I may be able to defend the 
pass like a hero. 

There, my good fellow, returned the so;ldier, 
there, take it — it has seen service, though it could 
do little in defending the castle^. 1*11 tell you a good 
story, though, about this same trombone. 

You 11 tell it better when you have had the wine, 
gaid Ludovico. There I they are coming out from 
the court already. 

I'll have the wine, though, said the sentinel, 
running off: I won't keep you a minute. 

4 * . •' 

* A kind of blunderbuss. 
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Take your time, I am in no haste, replied La* 
dovico, who was already hurrying across the court 
when the soldier came back. Whither so fast, 
friend— whither so fast ? said the latter. What ! 
is this the way you keep watch ? I must stand to 
my post myself, X see. 

Aye, well, replied Ludovico, you have saved 
fae the trouble of following you further; for I want 
to tell you, if you have a mind to drink the Tuscany 
wine, you must go to Sebastian, he is dealing it 
out; the other that Frederico has, is not worth 
having. But you are not likely to have any, I see, 
for they are all coming out. 

By St. Peter ! so they are, said the soldier, 
and again ran off; while Ludovico, once more at 
liberty, hastened to the door of the passage, where 
Emily was sinking under the anxiety this long dis- 
course had occasioned ; but on his teUing them the 
court was clear, they followed him to the gates, 
without waiting another instant; yet not before he 
had seized two horses that had strayed fVom the 
second coi^rt, and were picking a scanty meal along 
the grass which grew between the pavement of the 
first. 

They passed without interruption the dreadful 
gates, and took the road that led down among the 
woods, Emily, Monsieur Du Pont, and Annette oa 
foot, and Ludovico, who was mounted on one horse, 
leading the other. Having reached them, they 
stopped while Emily and Annette were placed on 
horseback with their two protectors; when Ludovico 
leading the way, they set off as fast as the brokea 
road, and the feeble light which a rising moont. 
threw among the foliage, would permit. 

Emily^ was so much astonished by this sudden 
departure, that she scarcely dared to believe her* 
self awake ; and she yet much doubted whether this 

C2 
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adventure would terminate in escape — a donht 
which had too mCich probabih'ty to justify it ; for 
before they quitted the woods^ they heard shouts 
in the wind, and, on emerging from them, saw lights 
moving ouickly near the castle above. Du I'ont 
whipped ins horse, and with some difficulty com« 
pelled him to go faster. 

Ah ! poor beast, said Ludovico, he is wear^- 
enough ; — he has been out all day : but, Signor, 
we must fly for it, now ; for yonder are the lights 
coming this way. 

Having given his own horse a lash, they now 
both set oft* on a full gallop ; and when they again 
looked back, the lights were so distant as scarcely 
to be discerned, and the voices were sunk into si« 
lence. The travellers then abated their pace; and 
consulting whither they should direct their course, 
it was determined they should descend into Tu8« 
cany, and endeavour to reach the Mediterranean, 
where they could readily embark for France. 
Thither Du Pont meant to attend Emily, if he 
should learn that the regiment he had accompanied 
into Italy was returned to his native country. 

They were now in the road which tlmily had tm 
veiled with Ugo and Bertrand ; but Ludovico, wb 
was the only one of the party acquainted with tl 
passes of these 'mountains, said that a little furtb 
on, a by-road, branching from this, would le 
them down into Tuscany with very little difficull 
and that at a few leagues distance was a sa 
town where necessaries could be procured for tl 
journey. 

But I hope, added he, we shall meet witi 
straggling parties of banditti ; some of them 
abroad, I know. However, 1 have got a good I 
bone, which will be of some service if we si 
encounter any of those brave spirits. You ha 
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arms, Signor ?— -Yes, replied IJu Pont, I have tbe 
villain's stiletto, who would have stabbed me—- but 
let us rejoice in our escape from Udolpho, nor 
torment ourselves with looking out for dangers that 
may never arrive. 

The moon was now risen high over the woods 
that hung upon the sides of the narrow glen through 
which they wandered, and afforded them light 
sufficient to distinguish their way, and to avoid the 
loose and broken stones that frequently crossed it. 
They now travelled leisurely, and in profound si- 
lence ; for they had scarcely yet recovered from the 
astonishment into which this sudden escape had 
thrown them. — Emily's mind, especially, was sunk, 
after the various emotions it had isuilered, into a 
kind of musing stillness, which the reposing beauty 
of the surrounding scene, and the creeping murmur 
of the night-breeze among the foliage above, con- 
tributed to prolong. She thought of Valancourt 
and of France with hope: and she would have 
thought of them with joy, had not the first events 
of this evening harassed her spirits too much to 
permit her now to feel so lively a sensation. Mean- 
while, Emily was alone the object of Do Font's 
melancholy consideration ; yet, with the despond- 
ency he suffered, as he mused on his recent disap- 
pointment, was mingled a sweet pleasure, occasion- 
ed by her presence, though they did not now ex- 
change a single word. Annette thought of this 
Wonderful escape, of the bustle in which Montoni 
and his people must be now that their flight was 
discovered; of her native country, whither she 
hoped she was returning ; and of her marriage with 
Ludovico, to which there no longer appeared any 
impediment, ior poverty she did not consider such. 
Ludovico, on his part, congratulated himself on 
having rescued his Annette and Signora Emily 

c3 
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from the danger that had surrounded them; on his 
own liberation from people whose manners he had 
long detested; on the freedom he had given to Mon- 
sieur Du Pont ; on his prospect of happiness with 
the object of his affections ; and not a little on the 
address with which he had deceived the sentinel, 
and conducted the whole of this aflkir. 

Thus variously engaged in thought, the travellers 
passed on silently for above an hour, a question 
only being now and then asked by Du Pont con- 
cerning the road, or a remark uttered by Annette 
respecting objects seen imperfectly in the twilight. 
. At length lights were perceived twinkling on the 
side of a mountain, and Ludovico had no doubt that 
they proceeded from the town he had mentioned; 
while his companions, satisfied by this assurance, 
sunk again into silence. Annette was the first who 
interrupted this. Holy Peter! said she, what 
shall we do for money on our journey ? for I know 
neither 1 nor my lady have a single sequin ; the 
signor took care of that ! 

This remark produced a serious inquiry, which 
ended in as serious an embarrassment, for Du Pont 
had been rifled of nearly all his money when he was 
taken prisoner ; the remainder he had given to the 
sentinel who had enabled him occasionally to leave 
the prison-chamber ; and Ludovico, who had for 
some time found a difficulty in procuring any part 
of the wages due to him, had now sc^ircely cash 
sufficient to procure necessary refreshment at the 
first town jn which they should arrive. 

Their poverty was the more distressing, since 
it would detain them among the mountains, where« 
even in a town, they, could scarcely consider them* 
selves safe from Montoni. The travellers, however, 
had only^o proceed and dare the future ; and they 
continued their way through lonely wilds «nd dusky 
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^paHeys* where the overhanging foliage now admit- 
ted and then excluded the moon-light;— wilds so 
desolate^ that they appeared on the first glance M 
if no human being had ever trod them before. 
Even the road in which the party were, did but 
slightly contradict this error ; for the high grass and 
other luxuriant vegetation with which it was over- 

Sown, told how very seldom the foot of a traveller 
id passed it. 

At length, from a distance was heard the faint 
tinkline of a sheep-bell, and soon after, the bleat 
•f flocks ; and the party then knew that they were 
near some human habitation ; for the light which 
Ludovico had fancied to proceed from a town had 
long been concealed by intervening mountains* 
Cheered by this hope, they quickened their pace 
along the narrow pass they were winding, and it 
opened upon one of those pastoral valleys of the 
Apennines which might be painted for a scene of 
Arcadia, and whose beauty and simplicity are finely 
contrasted by the grandeur of the snowtopt moun- 
tains above. 

The morning light now glimmering in the hori* 
zon, showed faintly, at a little distance upon the 
brow of a hill which seemed to peep from << under the 
opening eye-lids of the morn, the town they were 
in search of, and which they soon after reacned. It 
was not without some difficulty that they there found 
a house which could afford shelter for themselves 
and their horses ; and Emily desired they mieht not 
rest longer than was necessary for refreshment. 
Her appearance excited some surprise ; for she was 
without a hat, having had time only to throw on 
her veil before she left the castle ; a circumstance 
that compelled her to regret again the want of 
money, without which it was impossible to procure 
^is necessary article of dress* # 
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Ludovico, on examining his purse, found it even 
insufficient to supply present refreshment ; and'l>u 
Pont at length ventured to inform the landlord^ 
whose countenance was simple and honest, of their 
exact situation, and requested that he would assist 
them to pursue their journey ; a purpose which he 
promised to comply with, as far as he was ^ble, 
when he learned that they were prisoners escaping 
from Montoni, whom he had too muoh reason to 
hate. But though he consented to lend them fresh 
horses to carry them to the next town, he was too 
poor himself to trust them with money ; and they 
were again lamenting their poverty, when Ludo- 
vico, who had been with his tired horses to the 
hovel which served for a stable, entered the room 
half frantic with joy, in which his auditors soon par- 
ticipated. On removing the saddle from one of the 
horses, he had found beneath it a small bag, con- 
taining, no doubt, the booty of one of the Condot* 
tieriy who had returned from a plundering excursion 
just before Ludovico leflk the castle, and whose 
horse, having strayed from the inner court while his 
master was engaged in drinking, had brought away 
the treasure which the ruffian had considered the 
reward of his exploit. 

On counting over this, Du Pont found that it 
would be more than sufficient to carry thekn all to 
France, where he now determined to accompany 
Emily, whether he should obtain intelligence of hia 
regiment or not ; for though he had as much confi- 
dence in the integrity of Ludovico as his small 
knowledge of him allowed, he could not endure tlie 
thought of committing her to his care for the voy- 
age ; nor, perhaps, had he resolution enough to deny 
himself Uie dangerous pleasure which he might de-» 
rive from her presence. 

He now consulted them concerning the sea^port 
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to which they should direct their way ; and Ludo- 
vico, better informed of'the^geography of the coun- 
try, said that Leghorn was tlie nearest port of con- 
sequence, which Du Pont knew also to be the most 
likely of any in Italy to assist their plan, since from 
thence vessels of all nations were continually de- 
parting. Thither, therefore, it was determined that 
they should proceed. 

Emily having purchased a little straw hat, such 
as was worn by the ))easant girls of Tuscany, and 
some other little necessary equipments for the jour- 
ney, and the travellers having exchanged their tired 
horses for others better able to carry them, recom- 
menced their joyous way as the sun was rising over 
the mountains ; and after travelling through the ro- 
mantic country for several hours, began to descend 
into the vale of Arno. And here Emily beheld all 
the charms of sylvan and pastoral landscape united, 
adorned with the elegant villas of the Florentine 
nobles, and diversified with the various riches of 
cultivation. How vivid the shrubs that embowered 
the slopes, with the woods that stretched amphitbe- 
atrically along the mountains! and, above all, how 
elegant the outline of these waving Apennines, now 
softening from the wildness which their interior re<« 
gions exhibited ! At a distance, in the east» Emily 
discovered Florence with its towers rising on the 
brilliant horizon, and its luxuriant plain spreading 
to the feet of the Apennines, speckled with gardens 
and magnificent villas, or coloured with groves of 
orange and lemon, with vines, corn, and plantations 
of ohves and mulberry; while, to the west, the vale 
opened to the waters of the Mediterranean ; so 
distant, that they were known only by a blueish 
line that appeared upon the horizon, and by the 
light iparine vapour which just stained tlie ether 
above* 



22 ' MYSTERIES OP UDOLPHO.. 

With a full heart Emily hailed the waves that 
were to bear her back to her native country, the 
remembrance of which, however, brought with it a 
pang ; for she had there no home to receive, no pa* 
rents to welcome her, but was going, like a forlorn 
pilgrim, to weep over the sad spot where he who 
toas her father lay interred. Nor were her spirits 
(Peered when she considered how long it would 
probably be before she should see Valancourt, who 
might be stationed with his regiment in a distant 
part of France, and that, when they did meet, it 
would be only to lament the successful villainy of 
Montoni ; yet, still she would have felt inexpressible 
delight at the thought af being once more in the 
same country with Valancourt, had it even been 
^rtain that she could not see him. 

The intense heat, for it was now noon, obliged 
the travellers to look out for a shady recess, where 
they might rest for a few hours; and the neighbour- 
ing thickets, abounding with wild grapes, raspber- 
ries, and figs, promised them grateful refreshment* 
Soon after, they turned from the road into a grove 
' whose thick foliage entirely excluded the sunbeams, 
and where a spring, gushing from the rock, gave 
coolness to the air; and having alighted and turned 
the horses to graze, Annette and Ludovico ran to 
gather fruit from the suerounding thickets, of which 
they soon returned with an abundance. The tra- 
vellers, seated under the shade of a pine and cypress 
grove, 'and on turf enriched with such a profusioi^ 
of fragrant flowers as Emily had scarcely ever seen, 
even among the Pyrenees, took their simple repast, 
and viewed with new delight, beneath the dark 
umbrage of gigantic pines, the glowing landscape 
stretching to the sea. 

Emily and Du Pont gradually became thoughtful 
and silent; but Annette was all joy and loquacity; 
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ftDd Ludovico was gay, without forgetting the re* 
^pectful distance which was due to his companions. 
The repast being over, Du Pont recommended 
Emily to endeavour to sleep during these sultry 
hours, and desiring the servants would do the same, 
said he would watch the while; but Ludovico wished 
to spare him this trouble ; and Emily and Annette, 
wearied with travelling, tried to repose, while he 
stood guard with his trombone. 

When Emily, refreshed by slumber, awoke, she 
found the sentinel asleep on his post, and Du Pont 
awake, but lost in melancholy thought. As the sun 
was yet too high to allow them to continue their 
journey, and as.it was necessary that Ludovico, 
after the toils and trouble he had suffered, should 
finish his sleep, Emily took this opportunity of iiy 
quiring by what accident Du Pont became Mon- 
toni'i prisoner ; and he, pleased with the interest 
this Inquiry expressed, and with the excuse it gave 
him for talking to her of himself, immediately an- 
swered her curiosity. 

I came into Italy, Madam, said Du Pont, in the 
service of my country. In an adventure among the 
mountains, our party, engaging with the bands of 
Montoni, was routed, and I, with a few of my com. 
radeSy was taken prisoner. When they told me 
whose captive I was, the name of Montoni struck 
me ; for 1 remembered that Madame Cheron, your 
aunt, had married an Italian of that name, and that 
you had accompanied them into Italy. It was 
not) however, till some time afler, that I became 
convinced this was the same Montoni, or learned 
that you. Madam, was under the same roof with 
myself. I will not pain you by describing what 
were my eraotitons upon this discovery, which I 
owned to a sentinel, whom I had so far won to 
my interest, that he gt:atited me many indulgences^ 
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one of which was very important to me, and some* 
what dangerous to himself; but he persisted iu re- 
fusing to convey any letter, or notice of my situa* 
tion, to you ; for he justly dreaded a discovery, and 
the consequent vengeance of Montoni. ^e how- 
ever enabled me to see you more than once. Ypii 
are surprised, Madam : and I will explain myself. 
My health and spirits suffered extremely from want 
of air and exercise ; find at length I gained so far 
upon the pity, or the avarice, of the man, that he 
gave roe the means of walking on the terrace. 

Emily now listened with very anxious attention 
to the narrative of Du l^ont, who proceeded : 

la granting this indulgence, he knew that he had 
nothing to apprehend from a chance of my escaping 
from a castle which was vigilantly guarded, and the 
nearest terrace of which rose over a perpendicular 
rock : he showed me also, continued Du Pont, a 
door concealed in the cedar wainscot of the apart- 
ment where I was confined, which he instructed 
roe how to open ; and which, leading^ into a passage 
forroed within the thickness of the wall that extend- 
ed far along the castle, Anally opened in an obscure 
corner of the eastern rampart. I have since been 
informed that there are many passages of the same 
kind concealed within the prodigious walls of that 
edifice, and which were undoubtedly contrived 
for the purpose of facilitating escapes in time of 
war. Through this avenuei at the dead of night) 
1 often stole to the terrace, where I walked with 
the utmost caution, lest my steps should betray me 

Sthe sentinels on duty in distant parts; for this 
d of it, being guarded by high buildings, was not 
watched by soldiers. In one of these midnight 
wanderings I saw light in a casement that over- 
looked the rampart, ahd which, I observed, was 
immediately over my prison-chamber. It occurred 
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to mci that you might be in that apartment ; and 
with the hope of seeing you, I placed myself oppo- 
site to the wmdow* 

Emily, remembering the figure that had formerly 
appeared on the terrace, and which had occasioned 
her so much anxiety, exclaimed, It was you, then, 
Monsieur Du Pont, who occasioned me much fool- 
ish terror ! my spirits were at that time so much 
weakened by long suffering, that they took alarm 
at every hint. l3u Pont, afler lamenting that he 
had occasioned her any apprehension, added : As 
I rested on the wall opposite to your casement, the 
consideration of your m.elancholy situation, and of 
my own, called from me involuntary sounds of la- 
mentation, which drew you, 1 fancy, to the case- 
ment : I saw there a person whom 1 believed to be 
you. O ! I will say nothing of my emotion at that 
moment ; I wished to speak, but prudence restrain- 
ed me, till the distant footstep oi the sentinel com- 
{>elled me suddenly to quit my station. . 

It was some time before I had another opportu- 
nity of walking, for I could only leave my prison when 
it happened to be the turn of one man to guard me ; 
ifteanwhile I became convinced, from some circum- 
stances related by him, that your apartment was 
over mine ; and when again I ventured forth, I re- 
turned to your casement, where again I saw yoa, 
but without daring to speak. I waved my hand, 
and you suddenly disappeared ; then it was that I 
forgot my prudence, and yielded to lamentation : 
again you'appeared — you spoke — I heard the well- 
known accent of your voice! and at that moment 
my discretion would have forsaken me again, had I 
not heard also the approaching steps of a soldier, 
when I Instantly quitted the place, though not 
be£bre the man had seen me. He followed dowQ 
the terrace^ and gained 50 fast upon me \h»X \^^a 
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compelled to make use of a stratagem, ndictttoas 
enough, to save myself* I had heard of the super* 
stition of many of these men, and I uttered a stranee 
tiojse, with a hope that my pursuer would mistake 
it for something supernatural, and desist from pur^^ 
suit. Luckily for myself, I succeeded ; the man, 
it seems, was subject to fits, and the terror he suf- 
fered threw him into one, by which accident I se- 
cured my retreat. A sense of the danger I had es- 
caped, and the increased watchfulness which my 
appearance had occasioned among the sentinels, de^ 
terred me ever after from walking on the terrace ; 
but in the stillness of night I frequently beguiled 
myself with an old lute, procured for me by a sol- 
dier, which I sometimes accompanied with my voice, 
and sometimes, I will acknowledge, with a hope of 
making myself heard by you : but it was only a few 
evenings ago that this hope was answered ; i then 
thought I heard a voice in the wind, calling nic ; 
yet, even then, 1 feared to reply, lest the sentinel 
at the prison-door should hear me. Was I right. 
Madam, in this conjecture — was it you who 
spoke ? 

Yes, said Emily with an involuntary sigh ; y<^ 
was right indeed. 

Du Pont, observing the painful emotions which 
this question revived, now changed the subject. In 
one of my excursions through the passage which 
I have mentioned, I overheard a singular conversa- 
tion, said he. 

In the passage I said Emily with surprise. 

I beard it in the passage, said Du Pont ; but it 
proceeded from an apartment adjoining the wall, 
within which the passage wound, and the shell of 
the wall was there so thin, and was also somewhat 
decayed, that I could distinctly hear every word 
spoken on the other side* It happened that Mon^- 
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toni and his companions were assembled in the room* 
and Montoni began to relate the ektraordinary his<^ 
tory of the lady his predecessor in the castle. He 
did, indeed, mention some very surprising circum* 
stances, and whether they were strictly true, his 
conscience must decide; I fear it will determine 
against him. But you. Madam, have doubtless 
heard the report, which he designs should circulate^ 
on the subject of thtlt lady's mysterious fate. 

I have, Sir, replied Emily, and I perceive that 
you doubt it. 

I doubted it before the period I am speaking of, 
rejoined Du Pont ; — but some circumstances, men^ 
tioned by Montoni, greatly contributed to my $i^^m 
picions. The iccount I then heard almost convin« 
ced me that he was a murderer. I trembled for 
you ; the mofe so that I had heard the guests men- 
tion your nifme in a manner that threatened ypur 
repose ; and, knowing that the most impious men 
are often the most superstitious, 1 determmed to try 
whether I could not awaken their consciences, and 
awe them from the commission of the crime I dread- 
ed. I listened closely to Montoni, and in themoststri* 
kin^ pa9sages of his story I joined my voice, and re* 
peated his last words in a disguised and hollow tone* 

But was you not afraid of being discovered ? said 
Emily. 

1 was not, replied Du Pont ; for I knew that if 
Montoni had been acquainted with the secret of 
diis passage, he would not have confined me in the 
apartment to which it led. I knew also, from bet« 
ter authority, that he was ignorant of it. The par- 
ty for some time appeared inattentive to my voice ; 
but at lengti) were so much alarmed that they 
quitted the apartment ; and having heard Montoni 
order his servants to search it, I returned to my pri^ 
son/ which was very distant from this part pf th^ 
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passage. — I remember perfectly to have heard of 
the conversation you mention, said Emily ; it spread 
a general alarm among Montoni's people, and I will 
own I was weak enough to partake of it. 

Monsieur Du Pont and £mily thus continued to 
converse of Montoni, and then of France, and of 
the plan of their voyage ; when Emily told him that 
it was her intention to retire to a convent in Lan- 
guedoc, where she had been formerly treated with 
much kindness, and from thence to write to her re- 
lation Monsieur Quesnel, and inform him oFher con- 
duct. There she designed to wait till La Valine 
should again be her own, whither she hoped her in- 
come would some time permit her to return ; for 
Du Pont now taught her to expect that, the estate, 
of which Montoni had attempted to defraud her, 
was not irrecoverably lost, and he again congi^tu- 
lated her on her escape from Montoni, who he had 
not a doubt meant to have detained her for life. The 
possibility of recovering her aunt's estates for Valan- 
court and herself, lighted up a joy in Emily's heart, 
such as she had not known for many months : but 
she endeavoured to conceal this from Monsieur Da 
Pont, lest it should lead him to a painful remem- 
brance of his rival. 

They continued to converse till the sun was de- 
clining in the west, when Du Pont awoke Ludovico, 
and they set forward on their journey. * Gradually 
descending the lower slopes of the valley, they reach- 
ed the A mo, and wound along its pastoral margin 
for many miles, delighted with the scenery around 
them, and with the remembrances which its classic 
waves revived. At. a distance they heard the gay 
song of the peasants among the vineyards, and ob- 
served the setting sun tint the waves with yellow 
lustre, and twilight draw a dusky purple over the 
mountains, which at length deepened into night. 
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Then the lucciola, the fire- fly of Tuscany, was seen 
to flash its sudden sparks among the foliage, while 
the cicala, with its shrill note, became more clamor* 
ous tlianeven during the noon-day heat, loving best 
the hour when the English beetle, with less ofl'ensive 
lsoun4. 

His small but sullen horn, 

As oft he rises 'ipidst tlie twilight p^th, 

Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum. * 

The travellers crossed the Arno by moon-light, 
at a ferry ; and learning that Pisa was distant only 
a few miles down the river, they wished to have 
proceeded thither in a boat ; but as none could be 
procured, they set out on their wearied horses for 
that city. As they approached it, the vale expand* 
ad into a plain variegated with vineyards, corni 
olives, and mulberry groves ; but it was late before 
they reached its gates, where Emily was surprised 
%Q hear the busy bound of footsteps, and the tonea 
of musical instruments, as well as to see the lively 
groups that filled the streets, and she almost fancied 
herself again at Venice; but here was no moon-light 
sea— -no gay gondolas dashing the waves— no P(d^ 
ladian palaces, to throw enchantment over the fan>* 
cy, and lead it into the wilds of fairy story. The 
Arno rolled through the town^ but no music trem* 
bled from balconies over its waters ; it gave only 
^he busy voices of sailors on board vessels just 
arrived from the Mediterranean; the melancholy 
heaving of the anchor, and the boatswain's shrill 
whistle; — sounds which, since that period, have 
there sunk almost into silence. They then served 
to remind Du Pont that it was probable he mighl 
hear of a vessel sailing soon to France from thi^ 
port, and thus be spared the trouble of going ta 

• Qollinli. 
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Leghorn. A soon as Emily had reached the inn, 
be went therefore to tlie quay, to make his inqiiif 
ries : but, after all the endeavours of himself and 
Ludovico, they could hear of no bark destined im- 
mediately for France, and the travellers returned 
to their resting-place. Here also Du Pont endea- 
voured to learn where his regiment then lay, but 
could acquire no information concerning it. The 
travellers retired early to rest, after the fatigues of 
this day, and on the following, rose early; and 
without pausing to view th^ celebrated antiquities 
of the place, or the wonders of its hanging tower, 
pursued their journey, in the cooler hours, through 
a charming country rich with wine, and corn, and 
oil. The Apennines, no longer awful, or even grand, 
here softened into the beauty of sylvan and pasto- 
ral landscape ; and Emily, as she descended them, 
looked down delighted on Leghorn, and its spacious 
bay filled with vessels and crowned with these beau- 
tiful hflls. 

She was no less surprised and amused, on enter- 
ing this town, to find it crowded with persons in 
the dresses of all nations ; a scene which reminded 
her of a Venetian masquerade, such as she had wit- 
nessed at the time of the Carnival : but here was 
bustle without gaiety, and noise instead of music ; 
while elegance was to be looked for only in the wa- 
ving outlines of the surrounding hills. 

Monsieur Du Pont, immediately on their arrival, 
went down to the quay, where he heard of several 
French vessels, and of one that was to sail in a few 
days for Marseilles; from whence another vessel 
could be procured, without difficulty, to take thera 
across the gulf of Lyons, towards Narbonne, on 
the coast, not many leagues from which city he un- 
derstood theqonvent was seated to which Emily wish- 
ed to retire. He therefore immediately engaged 
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with the captain to take them to Manefllef , and 
Emily was delighted to hear that her passage to 
France was secured. Her mind was now reheved 
from the terror of pursuit ; and the pleasing hope 
of soon seeing her native country — that country 
which held \^ancourt — restored to her spirits a 
degree of cheerfulness such as she had scarcely 
known since the death of her father. At X^eghorn 
also, Du Pont heard of his regiment, and that it 
had embarked for France ; a circumstance which 
gave liim great satisfaction, for he could now ac- 
company Emily thither, without reproach to his 
conscience or apprehension of displeasure from his 
commander. During these days he scrupulously 
forbore to distress her by a mention of his passion ; 
and she was compelled to esteem and pity, though 
she could not love him. He endeavoured to amuse 
her by showing the environs of the town ; and they 
often walked together on the sea-shore, and on the 
busy quays, where Emily was frequently interested 
by the arrival and departure of vessels, participat- 
ing in the joy of meeting friends, and sometimes 
shedding a sympathetic tear to the sorrow of those 
that were separating. It was after having witnessed 
a scene of the latter kind, that she arranged the fol- 
lowing stanzas : 

THE MARINEIU 

Soft came the breath of spring ; smooth flow'd the ddc | 
And blue the heaven in its mirror smiled ; 
The white sail trembled, swell'd, expanded wide, 
The busy sailors at the anchor toil'd. 

With anxious friends, that shed the parting tear. 
The deck was throng*d-- 'how swift the moments fly ! 
The vessel heaves, the farewell signs appear ; 
Mute IS eac];i toD|^, and eloquent each eya. 
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The last dread moment comes !— The sailor yputli 
Hides the big drop, and smiles amid his pain^ 
Soothes his sad bride, and tows eternal truth, 
JF^well, my lov^— we bhall-r-shall meet again ! 

X'Png on the stem, with waving hand, he stood ; 
The crowded shore sinks, lesse«iing, from his view, 
^s gra4ual gli^^ the bark along the flood ; ' 
^is bride is seen no more*— Adieu !•— adieu ! 

The breeze of pve moans low, her smile is o'pr, 
Dim steals her twilight down the crimson*d west ; 
He climbs th^ top-most mast^ to seejc once more 
The far-seen coast, whe|re all his wishes rest, 

He views its dark line on the distant sky, 
^.nd Fancy leads him to his little home ; 
He sees |iis weeping love, he hears her sigh, 
. He soothes her griefs, and/t^lls of joys to come, 

Eve yields to night, the breeze to wintry gales. 
In one vast shade the seas and shores repose; 
He turns his aching eyes,rv-his spirit fails, 
The chill tear falls ;— «ad to the deck he goes ! 

The storm of midnight swells, the sails are furl'd, 
peep sounds the lead, but finds no friendly shore j 
Fast o'er the waves the wretched bark is hurl'd, 
O Ellen, Ellen ! we must meet no more ! 

Lightnings, that show the yast and foapiy d^p. 
The rcnmng thunders, as they onward roll. 
The loud, loud winds, that p*er the billows sweep^p^ 
3hake the' firm nerve, appal the bravest soul ! 

Ah I what avails the seamen's toiling care !r— 
The straining cordage bursts, the mast is rjven ; 
The sounds of terror groan along the air. 
Then sink afar ;— >the bark on rpcks is driven ! 

Fierce o'er the vn-eck the whelming waters pa^s'd, 
The helpless Crew sunk in tlic roaring main ! 
Henry's faint accents trCmbled in the blastr— 
J'areiveU, my love |— we ne'er ^^lall meet fi^aip J 
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Oft, at the calm and silent evening hour, 
"When summer-breezes linger on tlie wave, 
A melancholy voice is he^ to pour 
its lonely sweetness o*er poor Henry's grave ;— ^ 

And oft, at midnight, airy strains are heard 
Around the grove where Ellen^s form is laid ; 
Nor is the dirge by village maidens fear'd, 
Fpr lovers* spirits guard the holy shade ! y 



CHAPTER II. 

, , Oh * the joy 

Of young Id^as painted on the mind 
In the w&rm glowing colours fancy spreads 
On objects not yet known, when all is new, 
And ail is lovely ! 

Sacred Dramas. 
* 

Wx now return to Languedoc, and to the mention 
of Count de Viilefort, the nobleman who succeeded 
to an estate of the Marquis de Viileroi situated 
near the monastery of St. Claire. It may be re- 
collected, that this chateau was uninhabited when 
St. Aubert and his daughter were in the neighbour- 
hood, and that the former was much affected on dis- 
covering himself to be so near Chateau-le- Blanc, a 
place concerning which the good old La Voisin 
afterwards dropped some hints that had alarmed 
Emily's curiosity. 

It was in the year 1 584*9 the beginning of that in 
which St. Aubert died, that Francis Beauveau, 
Count de Viilefort, came into possession of the 
mansions and extensive domain called Chateau-le- 
Blanc, situated in the province of Languedoc, on 
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the shore ot the Mediterraneaq. Tliis estate, which 
during some centuries had belonged to his family, 
now descended to him on the decease of his rela- 
tive the Marquis de Villeroi, who had been latterly 
a roan of reserved manners and austere character ; 
circumstances which, together with the duties of 
his profession, that oftei\ called him into the fieldi 
had prevented any degree of intimacy with his 
cousin, the Count de Villefort. P'or many years 
they had known little of each other, end the count 
received the first intelligence of his death, which 
happened in a distant part of France, together with 
the mstrunients that gave him possession of the do- 
main of Chateau-le-BIanc ; but it was not till the 
following year that he determined to visit that estate, 
when he designed to pass the autumn there. The 
scenes of Chateau-le*Blanc often capoe to his re- 
iTiembrance, heightened by the touches which a 
warm imagination gives to the recollection of early 
pleasures ; for many years before, in the life-time 
of the Marchioness, and at that age when ihe mind 
is particularly sensible to impressions of gaiety and 
delight, he had once visited this spot ; and thoug)i 
he had passed a long intervening period amidst the 
vexations and tumults of public affairs, which, too 
frequently corrode the heart and vitiate the taste* 
the shades of Languedoc and the grandeur of its 
distant scenery had never been remembered by him 
with indifference. 

During many years the chateau had been aban- 
doned by the late Marquis, and, being inhabited 
only by an old steward and his wife, had been suf^ 
fered to fall much into decay. To superintend the 
repairs that would be requisite to make it a com<p 
fortable residence, had been a principal motive with 
the count for passing the autunmal months in Lan- 
guedQQ; and neither the remonstrances Qor the tears 
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of the cout)tess, for on urgent occasions she could 
weep, were pov^erful enough to overcome iiis deter- 
mination. She prepared, therefore, to obey the 
command which she could not conquer, and to re^ 
sign the gay assemblies of Paris-^where her beauty 
was generally unrivalled, and won the applause to 
which ber wit had but feeble claim — for the twilight 
canopy of woods, the lonely grandeur of mountains, 
and the solemnity of gothic halls, and of long, long 
galleries which echoed only^ the solitary step of a 
domestic, or the measured clink that ascended from 
the great clock — the ancient monitor of the hall 
below. From these melancholy expectations slie 
endeavoured to relieve hei* spirits by recollecting 
all that she had ever heard concerning the joyoug 
vintage of the plains of Languedoc I but there, alas! 
no airy forms would bound to the gay melody of 
Parisian dances, and a view of the rustic festivities 
of peasants could a^rd little pleasure to a heart, 
in which even the feelings of ordinary benevolence 
had long since decayed under the corruptions of 

luxury. 

The qount had a son and a daughter, the chlU 
dren of a former marriage, who he designed should 
accompany him to the south of France ; Henri, whp 
was inhis twentieth year, was in the French service ; 
and Blanche, who was not yet eighteen, had been 
hitherto confined to the convent, where she had 
been placed immediately on her father's second mar- 
riage. The present countess, who had neither suf- 
ficient ability nor inclination to superintend the edu- 
cation of her daughter-in-law, had advised this step; 
and the dread of superior beauty hg^d since urged 
her to employ every art that might prevail on the 
count to prolong the period pf Blanche's seclusion : 
it.w«8 therefore with extreme mortification that sher 
now understood he would no longer subcaic on tK\& 
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subject; yet it afforded her some consolation to con« 
sider that, though the Lady Blanche would emerge 
from the convent, the shades of the country would 
for some time veil her beauty from the public eye. 
On the morning which commenced the journey, 
the postillions stopped at the convent, by the count's 
order, to take up Blanche, whose heart beat with 
delight at the prospect of novelty and freedom now 
before her. As the time of her departure drew 
nigh, her impatience had increased ; and the last 
nighty during which she counted every note of every 
hour, had appeared the most tedious of any she had 
ever known. The morning light at length dawn- 
ed ; the matin-bell rang ; she heard the nuns de- 
scending from their chambers, and she started from 
a sleepless pillow, to welcome the day which was to 
emancipate her from the severities ol'a cloister, and 
introduce her to a world where pleasure was ever 
smiling, and goodness ever blessed-— where, in short, 
nothing but pleasure and goodness reigned ! When 
the bell of the great gate rang, and the sound was 
followed by that of carriage-wheels, she ran, with 
a palpitating heart, to her lattice, and, perceiving 
her father's carriage in the court below, danced, 
with airy steps, along the gallery, where she was 
met by a nun with a summons from the abbess. In 
the next moment she was in the parlour, and in the 
presence of the countess, who now appeared to her 
as an angel that was to lead her into happiness. 
But the emotions of the countess, on beholdmg her, 
were not in unison with those of Blanche, who had 
never appeared so lovely as at this moment, when " 
her countenance, animated by the lightening smile 
of joy, glowed with the beauty of happy innocence. 
After conversing for a few minutes with the ab* 
bess, . the countess rose to go. This was the mo-^ 
meat which Blanche had anticipated with such eager 
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expeciation, the summit from which she looked 
down upon the fairy land of happiness, and surveyed 
all its enchantment; — was it a moment, then, for 
tears of regret ? Yet it was so. She turned with 
an altered and dejected countenance to her young 
companions, who were come to bid her farewell, 
and wept ! Even my lady abbess, so stately and so 
solemn, she saluted with a degree of sorrow which 
an hour before she would have believed it impossi- 
ble to feel, and which may be accounted for by con-, 
sidering how reluctantly we all part, even with un- 
pleasing objects, when the separation is consciously 
for ever. Again she kissed the poor nuns, and then 
followed the countess from that spot with tears, 
which she expected to leave only with smifes. 

But the presence of her father, and the variety of 
objects on the road, soon engaged her attention, and 
dissipated the shade which tender regret had thrown 
upon her spirits. Inattentive to a conversation 
which was passing between the countess and a Ma- 
demoiselle B^arn, her friend Blanche sat, lost in 
pleasing reverie, as she watched the clouds floating 
3ileiitry along the blue expanse, now veiling the sun 
and stretching their shadows along the distant scene, 
and then disclosing all his brightness. The jour- 
ney continued to give Blanche inexpressible delight,.' 
for new scenes of nature were every instant open- 
ing to her view, and her fancy became stored with 
gay and beautiful imagery. 

It was on the evening of the seventh day that the 
travellers came within view of Chateau-le-Blano^ the 
romantic beauty of whose situation strongly impress- 
ed the imagination of Blanche, who observed with 
sublime astonishment the Pyrenean mountain*, 
which had been seen only at a distance during the 
ds^y, now rising within a few leagues, with their 
wild cliffs and immense precipices, which the e^^o- 
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ing clouds, floating round them, now disclosed, and 
i^ain veiled. The setting rays, that tinged theif 
snowy summits with a roseate hue, touched their 
lower points with various colouring, while the blue* 
ish tints that pervaded their shadowy recesses gave 
the strength of contrast to the splendour of light* 
The plains of Languedoc, blushing with the purple 
vine, and diversified with groves of mulberry, al- 
mond, and olives, spread far to the north and th» 
east : to the south appeared the Mediterranean, 
clear as crystal, and blue as the heavens it reflect- 
ed, bearing on its bosom vessels, whose white sails 
caught the sun-beam, and gave animation to the 
«cene. On a high promdntory, washed by the 
waters of the Mediterranean, stood her father's man- 
l^ion, almost secluded from the eye by woods of in- 
termingled pine, oak, and chesnut, which crowned 
the eminence, and sloped towards the plains on one 
side ; while on the other they extended to a cob- 
siderable distance along the sea-shores. 

As Blanche drew nearer, the Gothic features of th» 
^jDcient mansion successively appeared — first an em- 
battled turret rising above the trees — then the bro- 
ken arch of an immense gate-way retiring beyond 
them ; and she almost fancied herself approaching 
% castle, such as is often celebrated in early story, 
"where the knights look out from the battlements 
on some champion below, who, clotlied in black 
armour, comes, with his companions, to rescue the. 
&ir lady of his love from the oppression of his rival ; 
a sort of legends to which she had once or twjce 
obtained access in the library of her convcait, that, 
like many others belonging to the monks^ was 
Stored with these relics of romantic fiction. 
. The carriages stopped at a gate which led into 
the domain of the chateau^ but which was now fa^st- 
f&ed; and the great bell^ that t^ formerly served 
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to announce the arrival of strangers, having long 
since fallen from its station, a servant climbed over 
a ruined part of the adjoining wall, to give notice 
to those within of the arrival of their lord. 

As Blanche leaned from the coach window, she 
resigned herself to the sweet and gentle emotions 
which the hour and the scenery awakened. The sun 
4iad now left the earth, and twilight began ta darken 
the mountains ; while the distant waters, reflecting 
the blush that still glowed in the west, appeared 
irke a line of light skirting the horizon. The low 
murmur of waves breaking on the shore came 
in the breeze, and now and then the melancholy 
dashing of oars was feebjy heard from a distance. 
She was suffered to indulge her pensive mood, for 
the thoughts of the rest of the party were silently 
engaged upon the subjects of their several interests. 
Meanwhile the countess, reflecting with regret 
upoa the gay parties she had left at Paris, surveyed 
with disgust what she thought the gloomy woods 
and solitary wildness of the scene; and shrinking 
from the prospect of being shut up in an old castle, 
was prepared to meet every object with displeasure. 
Thefeelings of Henri were somewhat similar to those 
of the countess ; he gave a mournful sigh to the 
delights of the capital, and to the remembrance of 
a lady who, he believed, had engaged his af&ctions, 
and who had certainly fascinated his imagination ; 
but the surrounding country, and the mode of life 
on which he was entering, had for him at least the 
charm of novelty, and his regret was softened by 
the gay expectations of youth. 

The gates being at length unbarred, the carriage 
moved slowly on under spreading chesnuls that al- 
most excluded the remains of day, following what 
had been formerly a road, but which now, overgrown 
with luxuriant vegetation, could be traced only by 
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the boundary formed by trees on either side, and 
which wound for near half a mile among the woods 
before it reached the chateau. This was tlie very 
avenue that St. Aubert and Emily had formerly en- 
tered, on their 6rst arrival in the neighbourhood, 
with the hope of finding a house that would receive 
them for the night, and had so abruptly quitted on 
perceiving the wildne&s of the place, and a figure 
which the postillion had fancied was a robber. 

What.a dismal place is this ! exclaimed the count- 
ess as the carriage penetrated the deeper recesses 
x)f the woods. Surely, my Lord, you do not mean 
to pass all the autumn in this barbarous spot 1 One 
ought to bring hither a cup of the waters of Lethe, 
that the remembrance of pleasanter scenes may not 
heighten at least the natural dreariness of these. 

I shall be governed by circumstances, iViadam, 
said the count ; this barbarous spot was inhabited 
by my ancestors. 

The carriage now stopped at the chateau, where 
at the door oT the great hall appeared the old stew- 
ard and the Parisian servants who had been sent to 
prepare the chateau, waiting to receive their lord, 
.i-ady Blanche now perceived that the edifice was 
not built entirely in the Gothic style, but that it 
had additions of a more modern date ; the large and 
gloomy hall, however, into which she now entered, 
was entirely Gothic; and sumptuous tapestry, which 
it was now too dark to distinguish, hung upon the 
walls, and depictured scenes from some of the an- 
cient Provengal romances. A vast Gothic window, 
embroidered with clematis and eglantine, that as- 
cended to the south, led the eye, now that the case- 
ments were thrown open, through this verdant shade, 
over a Sloping lawn to the tops of dark woods that 
bung upon the brow of the promontory. Beyond 
appeafredthe waters of the Mediterranean, stretch- 
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ing far to the south and to the east, where thejr 
were lost in the horizon ; while to the north-east 
they were bounded by the luxuriant shores of Lan- 
guedoc and Provence, enriched with wood, and gay 
with vin^s and sloping pasture ; and to the south- 
west, by the majestic Pyrenees, now fading from 
the eye beneath the gradual gloom* 

Blanche, as she crossed the hail, stopped a mo- 
ment to observe this lovely prospect, which the 
evening twilight obscured, yet did not conceal. But 
she was quickly awakened from complacent delight, 
which this scene had diffused upon her mind, by the 
countess,who,discontented with every object around, 
and impatient for refreshment and repose, hastened 
forward to a large parlour, whose cedar wainscot, 
narrow pointed casements, and durk ceiling of 
carved cypress wood, gave it an aspect of peculiar 
gloom, which the dingy green velvet of the chairs 
and couches, fringed with tarnished gold, had once 
been designed to enliven. 

While the countess inquired for refreshment, the 
count, attended by his son, went to look over some 
part of the chateau ; and Lady Blanche reluctantly 
remained to witness the discontent and ill humour 
of her step-mother. 

How long have you lived in this desolate place? 
said her Ladyship to the old house* keeper, who came 
to pay her duty. Above twenty years, your Lady- 
ship, on the next feast of St. Jerome. 

How happened it that you have lived here so long, 
and almost alone, too ? I understood that the cha** 
teau had been shut up for some years ? 

Yes, Madam, it was for many years after my late 
lord, the count, went to the wars ; but it is above 
twenty years since I and my husband came into his 
service. The place is so large, and has of late been 
60 lonely, that we were lost in it, and after some 
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time we went to live in a cottage at the end of the 
woods, near some of the tenants, and came to look 
after the chateau every now and then. When my 
lord returned to France from the wars, he took a 
dislike to the place, and never came to live here 
again, and so he was satisfied with our remaining at 
the cotage. Alas — alas ! how the chateau is chan- 
ged from what it once was ! What delight my late 
lady used to take in it ! I well remember when she 
came here a bride, and how fine it was. Now it has 
been neglected so long, and is gone into such decay! 
J shall never see those days again. 

The countess appearing to be somewhat offended 
by the thoughtless simplicity with wliich the old 
woman regretted former times, Dorothee added— 
But the chateau will now be inhabited, and cheer-^ 
ful again ; not all the world could tempt me to livQ 
in it alone. 

Well, the experiment will not be made, I believe, 
said the countess, displeased that her own silence 
had been unable to awe the loquacity of this rustic 
old housekeeper, now spared from further attend- 
ance by the entrance of the count, who said he had 
been viewing part of the chateau, and found that it 
would require considerable repairs and some altera- 
tions, before it would be perfectly comfortable as a 
place of residence. I am sorry to hear it, my Lord, 
replied the countess. And why sorry, Madam? Be- 
cause the place will ill repay your trouble; and 
were it even in paradise, it would be insufl'erable at 
such a distance from Paris. 

The count made no reply, but walked abruptly to 
a window. There are windows, my Lord, but they 
neither admit tntertainraent nor light ; they show 
only a scene of savage nature. 

I am at a loss, Madam, said the count, to conjec- 
ture what you mean by savage nature. Do thos^ 
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plains, or those woods, or that fine expanse of water 
deserve the name ? 

Those mountains certainly do, my Lord, rejoined 
the countess, pointing to the Pyrenees ; and this 
chateau, though not a work of rude nature, is, to 
my taste at least, one of savage art. The count co- 
loured highly. This place, Madam, was the work 
of my ancestors, said he ; and you must allow nie 
to say, that your present conversation discovers 
neither good taste nor good manners. Blanche^ 
now shocked at an altercation which appeared to 
be increasing to a serious disagreement, rose to 
leave the room, when her mother*s woman enter- 
ed it, and the countess, immediately desiring to bo 
shown to her own apartment, withdrew, attchded 
by Mademoiselle Beam. 

Lady Blanche, it being not yet dark, took this 
opportunity of e^^ploring new scenes ; and, leaving 
the parlour, she passed from the hall into a wide 
galle»*y, whose walls were decorated by marble pit 
lasters, which supj)orted an arched roof composed 
of a rich mosaic work. Through a distant window, 
that seemed to terminate the gallery, were seen the 
purple clouds of evening, and a landscape whose 
features, thinly veiled in twilight, no longer appear- 
ed distinctly, but, blended into one grand mass, 
stretched to the horizon, coloured only with a tmt 
of solemn gray. 

The gallery terminated in a saloon, to which the 
window she had seen through an open door belong* 
ed; but the increasing dusk permitted her only an 
imperfect view of this apartment, which seemed to 
be magnificent, and of modern architecture; though 
it had b^en either suffered to fall into decay, or had 
never been properly finished. I'he windows, which 
were numerous and large, descended low, and af- 
forded a very extensive, and,, what Blanche's fancy 
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represented to be, a very lovely prospect ; anej sho 
stood for some time surveying the gray obscurity, 
and depicturing imaginary woods and mountains, 
valleys and rivers, on this scene of night ; her so* 
lemn sensations rather assisted, than interrupted, 
by the distant bark of a watch-dog, and by the 
breeze as it trembled upon the light foliage of the 
shrubs. Now and then appeared for a moment, 
among the woods, a cottage light ; and at length 
was heard afar off the evening bell of a convent, 
dying on the air. When she withdrew her thoughts 
from these subjects of fanciful delight, the gloom 
and silence of the saloon somewhat awed her; and 
having sought the door of the gallery, and pursued 
for a considerable time a dark passage, she came to 
a hall, but one totally different from that she had 
formerly seen. By the twilight admitted through 
an open portico she could just distinguish this 
apartment to be of very light and airy architecture, 
and that it was paved with white marble, pillars of 
which supported the roof that rose into arches built 
in the Moorish style. While Blanche stood on the 
Steps of this portico, the moon rose over the sea, 
and gradually disclosed in partial light the beau- 
ties of the ennnence on which she stood, whence a 
lawn, now rude and overgrown with high grass, 
sloped to the woods, that, almost surrounding the 
chateau, extended in a grand sweep down the south- 
ern sides of the promontory to the very margin of 
the ocean. Beyond the woods on the north side, 
appeared a long tract of the plains of Languedoc ; 
and to the east, the landscape she had before dimly 
seen, with the towers of a monastery illumined by 
the moon, rising over dark groves. 

The soft and shadowy tints that overspread the 
scene, the waves undulating in the moon-light, and 
their low and measured murmurs on the beach, 
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were circumstances that united to elevate the un« 
accustomed mind of Blanche to enthusiasm. 

And have I lived in this glorious world so long 
said she, and never till now beheld such a prospect 
— never experienced these delights I Every peasant 
girl on my father s domain has viewed from her 
infancy the face of nature ; has ranged at liberty 
her romantic wilds ; while I have been shut in a 
cloister from the view of these beautiful appearances, 
which were designed to enchant all eyes and awaken 
all hearts. How^an the poor nuns and friars feel 
the full fervour of devotion if they never see the 
sun rise or set ? Never till this evening did I know 
what true devotion is ; for never before did I see 
the sun sink below the vast earth ! To-morrow, for 
the first time in my life, I will see it rise. O who 
would live in Paris, to look upon black walls and 
dirty streets, when, in the country, they might gaze 
on the blue heavens and all the green earth ! 

This enthusiastic soliloquy was interrupted by a 
rustling noise in the hall ; and while the lonelinesa 
of the place made her sensible to fear, she thought 
she perceived something moving between the pillars. 
For a moment she continued silently observing it» 
till, ashamed of her ridiculous apprehensions, she 
collected courage enough to demand who was there* 
O my young lady, is it you ? said the old house- 
keeper, who was come to shut the windows; I am 
glad it is you. The manner in which she spoke this, 
with a faint breath, rather surprised Blanche, who 
^aid. You seemed frightened, Doroth^e ; what is the 
matter ? 

No, not frightened, Ma*amselle, replied Doroth^e, 
hesitating and trying to appear composed ; but I 
am old, and — a little matter startles me. The lady 
Blanche smiled at the distinction. I am glad that 
D3y Lord the count is come to liv^ at the chat^aU| 
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Ma'amselle, continued Doroth^e; for it1ia« been 
many a year deserted, and dreary enough ; now th« 
]7lace will look a little as it used to do when my 
poor lady was alive. Blanche inquired how long it 
was since the marchioness died ? Alas ! my lady ! 
replied Doroth6e) so long — that I have ceased to 
count the years ! The place, to my mind, has mourn- 
ed ever since; and I am snre my Lord's vassals have! 
But you have lost yourself, Ma'amselle — shall I show 
you to the other side of the chateau ? 

Blanche inquired how long this part of the ediBce 
had been built. Soon after m}^ Lord's marriage, 
Ma'am, reph'ed Doroth^e. The place was large 
enough without this addition, for many rooms of the 
old building were even then never made use of, 9nd 
my Lord had a princely household too; buthethouglit 
the ancient mansion gloomy, and gloomy enough it 
is! Lady Blanche now desired to be shown to the 
inhabited part of the chateau ; and as the passages 
were entirely dark, Doroth6e conducted her along 
the edge of the lawn to the opposite side of the 
edifice, where, a door opening into the great hall, 
■she was met by Mademoiselle Beam. Where have 
you been so long ? said she ; I had begun to think 
(Some wonderful adventure had befallen you, and 
that the giant of this enchanted castle, or the ghost 
which no doubt haunts it, had conveyed you through 
a trap-door into some subterranean vault, whence 
jou was never to return. 

No, replied Blanche laughingly, you seem te 
love adventures so well, that I leave them for you 
to achieve. 

Well, I am willing to achieve them, provided I 
am allowed to describe them. 

My dear Mademoiselle Beam, said Henri, as he 
ftiet her at the door of the parlour, no ghost of these 
days would be so savage as to impose silence on you. 
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Our glK>stB are more civilised than to condemn a 
lady to a purgatory severer even than their own, be 
it what it may. 

Mademoiselle Beam replied only by a laugh; and 
the count now entering the room, supper was 
served, during which he spoke little, frequently 
appeared to be abstracted from the company, and 
more than once remarked that the place was greatly 
altered since he had last seen it. Many years have 
intervened since that period, said he ; and though 
the grand features of the scenery admit of no change, 
they impress me with sensations very different from 
those I formerly experienced. 

Did these scenes, Sir, said Blanche, ever appear 
nH>re lovely than they do now ? To me this seen^ 
I^ardly possible. The count, regarding her with a 
melancholy ^mile, said, They once were as delight- 
ful to me as they are now to you ; the landscape 
is not changed, but time has changed me ; from my 
mind the illusion which gave spirit to the colouring 
of nature, is fading fast 1 If you live, my dear 
Blanche, to revisit this spot at the distaiice of manyv 
years, you will perhaps remember and understand 
the feelings of your father. 

Lady Blanche, affected by these words, remained 
silent ; she looked forward to the period which the 
count anticipated; and considering that he who 
DOW spoke would then probably be no more, hec 
eyies^ bent to the ground, were filled with tears* 
3he gave her hand to her father, who, smiling af- 
fectionately, rose from hia chair, and went to a 
window to conceal his emotion. 
. The fatigues of the day made the party separala 
at an early hour ; when Blanche retired through a 
long oak gallery to her chamber, whose spacious and 
lofty walls, hig{i> aptiqua^ed casements, and,^ whai^ 
was tbe e&ct of these,^ its gloomy aify did not re«r 
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concile her to its remote situation in this ancient' 
building. The furniture also was of ancient date) 
the bed was of blue damask trimmed with tarnish* 
ed gold lace, and its lofty tester rose in the form of 
a canopy, whence the curtains descended, like those 
of such tents as are sometimes represented in old 
pictures, and, indeed, nmch resembling those exhi-> 
bited on the faded tapestry with which the chamber 
was hung. To Blanche, every object here wad 
matter of curiosity ; and taking the light fron> her 
woman to examine the tapestry, she perceived th/it 
it represented scenes from the walls of Troy, though 
the almost colourless worsted now mocked the- 
glowing actions they once had painted. She laugh* 
ed at the ludicrous absurdity she observed^ till, re* 
collecting that the hands which had woven it were, 
like the poet whose thoughts of fire they had at- 
tempted to express, long since mouldered into dust» 
a train of melancholy ideas passed over her mind, 
and she almost wept. 

Having given her woman a strict injunction to 
awaken her before sun-rise, she dismissed her; and 
then, to dissipate the gloom which reflection had 
cast upon her spirits, opened one of the high case- 
ments, and was again cheered by the face of living 
nature. The shadowy earth, the air, the ocean- 
all was still. Along the deep serene of the heavens 
a few light clouds floated slowly, through whose 
skirts the stars now seemed to tremble, and now to 
emerge with purer splendour. Blanche's thoughts 
arose involuntarily to the Great Author of the sub- 
lime objects she contemplated, and she breathed a 
prayer of finer devotion than any she had ever ut- 
tered beneath the vaulted roof of a cloister. At this^ 
casement she remained till the glooms of midnight 
Were stretched over the prospect. She then retired 
jto her pillow^ iuid| << with gay visions of to-naorrow^** 
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to those sweet slumbers which health and happy 
innocence only know, 

To-morrowy to fresh woods and pastures new. 



I i.^ 



CHAPTER III. 



Vthai transp^ort to retrace our early plays, 
Our easy bliss, when each thing joy supplied, 

* Tlie Woods, tlie mountains, and the warbling maze 

' Of the wild brooks ! 

Thomson* 

Blanchk's slumbers continued till long after the 
hour which she had so impatiently anticipated ; for 
her woman, fatigued with travelling, did not call 
her till breakfast was nearly ready. Her disappoint- 
ment, hoM'ever, was instantly forgotten, when on 
opening the casement she saw, on the one hand» 
the wide sea. sparkling in the morning rays, with its 
stealing sails, and glancing oars ; and on the other, 
the fresh woods, the plains far-stretching, and the 
blue mountains, all glowing with the splendour of 
the day. 

As she inspired the pure breeze, health spread a 
deeper blush upon her countenance, and pleasure 
danced in her eyes. 

Who could first invent convents ?^ said she, and 
who could first persuade people to go into them ? 
and to make religion a pretence, too, where all that 
should inspire it is so carefully shut out ? God is 
best pleased^tth the homage of a grateful heart ^ 

VOL. XL VII. f 
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and when we view his glories, we feel mosi gratefa}» 
J never felt so much devotion, during the m^^yy dtfl[ 
years I was in the convent, as I have done in the 
few hours that 1 have been here, where I need only 
look on all around me — to adore God in my inmost 
Jdeart ! * 

Saying this she left the window, bounded along 
the gallery, and in the next moment was in the 
breakfast-room, where the count was already seated. 
The cheerfulness of a bright sun-shine had dispersed 
the melancholy glooms of his reflections, a pleasant 
(Smile was on his countenance, and he spoke in an 
enlivening voice to Blanche, whose heart echoed 
back the tones. Henri, and soon after the countess^ 
•with Mademoiselle Beam, appeared, and the whole 
party seemed to acknowledge the influence of the 
scene ; even the countess was so much re-animated 
as to receive the civilities of her husband with com* 
placency, and but once forgot her good-humour, 
which was when she asked whether they had any 
neighbours who were likely to tnake this barbaroiu 
spot more tolerable, and whether the count bdieTed 
it possible for her to exist here without some amose- 
loent. 

Soon after breakfast the party dispersed^ The 
count, ordering his steward to attend him in the 
library, went to survey the condition of his pretlnise?, 
and to visit some of his tenants ; Henri hastened 
with alacrity to the shore to examine a boat that 
was to bear them on a little voyage in the evening, 
and to superintend the adjustment of a silk awning; 
while the countess, attended by Mademoiselle Beam, 
retired to an apartment on the modern side'of the 
chateau, which was fitted up with airy elegance '; 
imd as the windows opened upon balconies that 
fronted theiBea,,she was there saved from a view of 
the horrid Pyrenees. HerC) while she reclined on 
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a sofa^ and, casting her languid eyes over the ocean^ 
which appeared beyond the wood-tops, indulged in 
the Juxuries of ennui, her companion read aloud 
a sentimental novel on some fashionable system 
of philosophy, for the countess was herself some- 
what o^ a philosopher, especially as to infidelity; and 
among a certain circle her opinions were waited for 
with impatience, and received as doctrines* 

The Lady Blanche, meanwhile, hastened to in- 
dulge, amidst the wild wood-walks around the cha- 
teau, her new enthusiasm, where, as she wandered 
mider the shades, her gay spirits gradually yielded 
>to pensive complacency. Mow she moved with so* 
lemn steps beneath the gloom of thickly interwoven 
branches, where the fresh dew still hung upon eve- 
ry flower that peeped from among the grass ; and 
now tripped sportively along the path on which the 
sun-beams darted and the checkered foliage trem- 
bled — where the tender greens of the beech, the 
acacia, and the mountain-ash, mingling with the so- 
lemn tints of the cedar, the pine, and cypress, ex- 
hibited as fine a contrast of colouring as the majes- 
tic oak and oriental plane did of for[p> to the fea- 
thery lightness of the cork-tree and the waving 
grace of the poplar. 

Having reached a rustic seat within a deep recess 
of the woods, she rested a-while ; and as her eyes 
caught through a distant opening a glimpse of the 
blue waters of the Mediterranean, with the white 
sail gliding on its bosom, or of the broad mountain 
glowing beneath the mid-day sun, her mind expe- 
rienced somewhat of that exquisite delight which 
awakens the fancy and leads to poetry. The hum 
-of bees alone broke the stillness around her, a^, 
with other insects of various hues, they sported gaily 
in the shade, or sipped sweets from the fresh flowers : 

y2' 
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and while Blanche watched a butterfly fUtting froni 
bud to bud, she indulged herself in imagining the 
pleasures of its short day, till she had composed the 
following stanzas. 

THE BUTTERFLY TO HIS LOVE. 

AVhat bowery dell, with fragrant breath. 

Courts thee to stay thy airy flight; 
Nor seek agaia the purple heatli, 
1 So oft the scene of gay delight? 

Long IVe watchM i' the Hly*s bell, 

Whose whiteness stole the moming^s beam* 

No fluttering sounds thy coming tell. 
No waving wings at distance gleam. 

But fountain fresh, nor breathing grove, 
Nor sunny mead, nor blossom 'd tree, 

So sweet as lily's cell shall prove,— 
The bower of constant love and me. 

When April buds begin to blow, 
The primrose, and the harebell blue, 
''^ That on the verdant moss-bank grow. 
With violet cups, that weep in dew ; 

When wanton gales breathe through the shade. 
And shake the blooms, and steal their sweets. 

And swell the song of every glade, 
I range the forest's green retreats : 

There, through tlie tangled wood-walks play^ 

Where no rude urchin paces near. 
Where sparely peeps the sultry day, 
• And light dews freslien all the air. 

High on a sun-beam oft I sport. 

O'er bower and fountain, vale and hill. 

Oft every blushing floweret court. 
That hangs )U head o'er windij>g rilU 
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Hut these I'll leave to be tliy guide, 
And show thee where the jasmine spreads 

Her snowy leaf, where May-flowers hide, 
And rose-buds rear their peeping heads. 

With me the mountain's summit scale^ 

And taste the wild-thyme*s honey'd bloom. 

Whose fragrance, floating on the gale, 
Oft leads me to the cedar's gloom. 

Yet, yet, no sound comes in the breeze ! 

What shade thus dares to tempt thy stay ? 
Once, me alone thou wish'd to please. 

And with me only thou wouldst stray. 

But, while thy long delay I mourn. 

And chide the sweet shades for their guile^ 

Thou mayst be true, and they forlorn. 
And fairy favours court thy smile. 

Tlhe tiny queen of fairy-land. 

Who knows thy speed, hath sent tliee far, . 
To bring, or ere the night-watch stand. 

Rich eaaemce for her shadowy car ; 

Perchance her acorn-cups to fill 

With nectar from the Indian rose, 
Or gather, near some haunted rill, 

May-dews, that lull to sleep Love's woet -j 

Or o'er the mountains bade thee fly, 

To tell her fairy love to speed, 
When evening steals upon the sky. 

To dance along the twilight mesid.. 

But now I see thee sailing low, 

Gay as the brightest flowers of spring, ' 

Thy coat of blue and jet I know. 

And well thy gold and purple wing. 

Borne on the gale, thou comest to me ; 

01 welcome, welcome tojny home ! 
In lily^s cell we'll live in glee. 

Together o*er the mountains room ! 

T 3 
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When Lad}' Blanche returned to the chateau, in^ 
stead of going to the apartment of the countess she 
amused herself with wandering over that part of the 
edifice which she had not yet examined, of which 
the most ancient first attracted her curiosity ; for 
though what she had seen of the modern was gay 
and elegant, there was something in the formeif. 
more interesting to her imagination. Having pass^* 
ed up the great staircase and through the oak gal- 
lery, she entered upon a long suite of chambers, 
whose walls were either hung with tapestry. or wain- 
scoted with cedar, the furniture of which looked al- 
most ds ancient as the rooms themselves ; the spa- 
cious fire-places, where no mark of social cheer re- 
mained, presented an image of cold desolation ; and 
the whole suite had so much the air of neglect and 
desertion, that it seemed as if the venerable persons 
whose portraits hung upon the walls had been the 
}ast to inhabit them. 

On leaving these rooms, -she found herself in an- 
other gallery, one end of wiiich was terminated by 
a back staircase, and the other by a door that seem- 
ed to communicate with the north side of the cha- 
teau, but ^hich being fastened, she descended the 
staircase, and opening a door in the wall, a few 
steps down, found herself in a small square room 
that formed part of the west turret of the castle. 
Three windows presented each a separate and beau- 
tiful prospect; that to the north overlooking Lan- 
guedoc ; another to the west, the hills ascending 
towards the Pyrenees, whose awful summits crown- 
ed the landscape ; and a third, fronting the south, 
gave the Mediterranean, and a. part of the wild 
shores of Rousitlon, to the eye. 

Having left the turret and descended the narrow 
staircase, she found herself in a du^ky passage, 
ifhere she wandered, unable to find her way, till 
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impatience yielded to apprehension, and she called 
for assistance. Presently steps approached, and 
li^ht glimmered through a door at the other, extre- 
mity of the passage,- which wds opened with caution 
by some person who did not venture beyond it, and 
whom Blanche observed in silence, till the door was 
dosing, when she called aloud, and, hastening to- 
wards it, perceived the old housekeeper. 

Dear Ma'amselle: is it you? said Dorothee I How 
could you find your way hither ? Had Blanche been 
less occupied by her Qwn fears, she would probably 
have observed the strong expressions of terror and 
surprise on Doroth6e*s countenance, who now led 
her through a long succession of passages androoms^ 
that lopked as if they had been uninhabited for a 
century, till they reached that appropriated to the 
housekeeper, where Dorothee entreated she would 
sit down and take refreshment. Blanche accepted 
the sweetmeats offered to her, mentioned her dis- 
covery of the pleasant turret, and her wish to ap- 
propriate It to her own use. Whether Doroth^e's 
taste was not so sensible to the beauties of landscape 
as her young lady^s^ or that the constant view of. 
Jovely scenery had deadened it, she forbore to praise 
the subject of Blanche's enthusiasm, which, how- 
ever, her silence did not suppress. To Lady Blanche's 
inquiry, of whither the door she had found fastened 
at the end of the gallery led, she replied, that it 
opened to a suite of rooms which had not been en- 
tered during many years ; for, added she, my late 
Lady died in one of them, and 1 could never find in 
my heart to go into them since. 

Blanche, though she wished to see these cham- 
bers forbore, on observing that Doroth6e*s eyes 
were filled with tears, to ask her to unlock them, 
and soon after went to dress for dinner, at which 
the whole party met in good spirits and good hu- 
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mour, except the countess, wliose vacant mind, 
overcome by the languor of idleness, would neither 
suffer her to be happy herself, nor to contribute to 
the happiness of others. Mademoiselle Bearn^ at* 
tempting to be witty, directed her badinage against 
Henri ; who answered because he could not well 
avoid it, rather than from any inclination to notice 
her, whose liveliness sometimes amused, but whctse^ 
conceit and insensibility often disgusted him. 

The cheerfulness with which Blanche rejoined the 
party vanished on her reaching the margin of th« 
aea ; she gazed with apprehension upon the im- 
mense expanse of waters, which at a distance she 
had beheld only with delight and astonishment, and 
it was by a strong effort that she so far overcame 
her fears as to follow her fathec into the boat. 

As she silently surveyed the vast horizon bend- 
ing round the distant verge of the ocean, an emo- 
tion of sublimest rapture struggled to overcome a 
jsense of personal danger. A light breeze played oa 
the water and on the silk awning of the boat, aa4 
waved the foliage of the receding woods that crown- 
ed the cliffs for many miles, and which the count 
surveyed with the pride of conscious property, as 
well as with the eye of taste. 

At some distance among these woods stood a 
pavilion, which had once been the scene of social 
gaiety, and which its situation still made one of ro- 
mantic beauty. Thither the count had ordered 
coffee and other refreshments to be carried ; and thi- 
ther the sailors now steered their course, following 
the windings of the shore round many a woody pro- 
Tnontory and circling bay ; while the pensive tones 
of horns and other wind instruments, played bj tiie 
attendants in a distant boat, echoed amonff the 
rocks, and died along the waves. Blanche had now 
subdued her fears ; a >delighU\il tranquillity stirie 



MYSTERIES 07 UDOLPHO. 57 

over her mind, and held her in silence ; and she 
was too happy to remember even the convent, or 
her former sorrows, as subjects of comparison with 
her present felicity. 

The countess felt less unhappy than she had done 
since the moment of her leaving Paris ; for her 
mind was now under some degree of restraint ; she 
feared to indulge its wayward humours, and even 
wished to recover the count's good opinion. On his 
family, and on the surrounding scene, he looked 
with tempered pleasure and benevolent satisfaction, 
while his son exhibited the gay spirits of youth, an- 
ticipating new delights, and regretless of those that 
were passed. 

After near an hour's rowing, the party landed, 
and ascended a little path overgrown with vegeta- 
tion. At a little distance from the point of the 
eminence, within the shadowy recess of the woods, 
appeared the pavilion, which Blanche perceived, as 
she caught a glimpse of its portico between the 
trees, to be built ot variegated marble. As she fol- 
lowed the countess, she often turned her eyes with 
rapture towards the ocean, seen beneath the dark 
foliage far below, and from thence upon the deep 
woods, whose silence and impenetrable gloom a- 
wakened emotions more solemn, but scarcely lesf 
delightful. 

The pavilion had been prepared, as far as waa 
possible on a very short notice, for the reception 
of its visitors; but the faded colours of its painted 
walls and ceiling, and the decayed drapery of its 
once magnificent furniture, declared how long it 
had been neglected, and abandoned to the empire 
of the changing seasons. While the party partook 
of a collation of fruit and coffee, the horns, placed 
in a distant part of the woods where an echo sweet- 
ened and prolonged their melancholy tones, broke 
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softly on the stillness of the scene. Thisspp^i^e^jtiH 
ed to attract even the admiration of the countes«; 
QT perhaps it was merely the pleasure of planning 
furniture and decorations, that made her dwell so long 
on the necessity of repairing and adorning it; while 
the count, never happier than when he saw her 
mind engaged by natural and simple objects, ac- 
quiesced in all her designs concerning the pavilion. 
The paintings on the walls and covered ceiling were 
to be renewed; the canopies and sofas were to be 
)ight green damasks; marble statues of wood-' 
nymphs bearing on their heads baskets of living 
flowers were to adorn the recesses between the 
windows, which, descending to the ground, were 
to admit to every part of the room (and it was of 
octagonal form) the various landscape. One winr 
dow opened upon a romantic glade, where the eye 
roved among woody recesses, and the scene was 
bounded only by a lengthened pomp of groves ; 
from another the woods receding disclosed the 
distant summits of the Pyrenees ; a third fronted 
^n avenue, beyond which the. gray towers of Cha* 
jteau-le-Blanc and a picturesque part of its ruin 
,were seen partially atnong the ibliage ; while a 
fourth gave, between the trees, a glimpse of the 
green pastures and villages that diversify the bank* 
of the Aude. The Mediterranean, with the bold 
iclifis that overlooked its shores, were the grand ob- 
jects of a fifth window; and the others gave, in dif- 
ferent points of view, the wild scenery of the woods. 
• After wandering for some time in these, the party 
returned to the shore, and embarked; and the 
beauty of the evening tempting them to extend 
their excursion, they proceeded further up the hay. 
A dead calm had succeeded tl^ li^ht breeze that 
wafted them hither, and the men took to their oars. 
Around, the waters were spread into one vast ex« 
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patiite of polished mirror, reflecting the ^ay clifft 
and feathery woods that overhung its surface, the 
glow of the western horizon, and tlie dark clouds 
that came slowly from the east. Blanche loved to 
see the dipping oars ini()rint the water, and to 
watch the spreading circles they left, which gave a 
trenlulous motion to the reflected landscape, with- 
OHt destroying the harmony of its features. 

Above the darkness of the woods, her eye now 
caught a cluster of high towers touched with the 
splendour of the setting rays ; and soon after, the 
horns being then silent, she heard the faint swell of 
choral voices from a distance. 

What voices are those upon the air ? said the 
^€Hint, looking round and listening;— but the strain 
had ceased. It seemed to be a vesper hymn which 
I have often heard in my convent, said Blanche. 

We are near the monastery, then, observed the 
count; and the boat soon after doubling a lofly 
head-land, the monastery of St. Claire appeared, 
6eated near the margin of the sea ; where the clifla 
suddenly sinking formed a low shore within a smaH 
bay almost encircled with woods, among which 
partial features of the edifice were seen — the great 
gate and Gothic window of the hall, the cloisters, 
and the side of a chapel more remote ; while a ve- 
nerable arch, which had once led to a part of the 
fabric now demolished, stood a majestic ruin, de- 
tached from the main building, beyond which ap-* 
peared a grand perspective of the woods. On the^ 
gray walls the moss had fastened, and round tho 
pointed windows of the chapel the ivy and the briony 
nung in many a fantastic wreath. 

All without was silent and forsaken : but while 
Blanche gazed with admiration on this venerable 
pile, whose effect was heightened by the strong 
^bt» and thadowt fSirown athwatt it by a cloudy 
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sunset, a sound of many voices, slowly chanting^ 
arose from within. The count bade his men rest on 
their oars. The monks were singing the hymn of 
vespers, and some female voices mingled with the 
strain ; which rose, by soft degrees, till the high 
organ and the choral sounds swelled into full and 
solemn harmony. The strain soon after dropped 
into sudden silence, and was renewed in a low and 
still more solemn key; till at length the holy 
chorus died away, and was heard no more. — Blanche 
sighed ; tears trembled in her eyes; and her thoughts 
seemed wafted with the sounds to heaven. While 

« 

a rapt stillness prevailed in the boat, a train of 
friars, and then of nuns veiled in white, issued from 
the cloisters, and passed under the shade of th« 
woods to the main body of the edifice. 

The countess was the first of her party to awaken 
from this pause of silence. 

These dismal hymns and friars make one quite 
melancholy, said she ; twilight is coming on : pray 
let us return, or it will be dark before we get 
home. 

The count, looking up, now perceived that the 
twilight of evening was anticipated by an approach- 
ing storm. In the east a tempest was collecting : 
1^ heavy gloom came on, opposing and contrasting 
the glowmg splendour of the setting sun ; the cla- 
morous sea-fowl skimmed in fleet circles upon the 
surface of the sea, dipping their light pinions in the 
wave, as they fled away in search of shelter. The 
boatmen pulled hard at theiif oars. But the thun- 
der that now muttered at a distance, and the heavy 
drops that began to dimple the water, made the 
count determine to put back ta the monastery for 
shelter ; and the course of theboat was immediately 
changed^ As the clouds approached the west, their 
lurid darkness changed to a, deep ruddy glow; which; 



KtSTERIES OF UDOLPHO. 61 

by reflection, seemed to fire the tops of the woods 
and the shattered towers of the monastery. 

11]« appearance of the heavens ahirmed the count- 
ess and Mademoiselle Beam ; whose expressions of 
iipprehension distressed the count, and perplexed 
his men; while Blanche contiuued silent—now agi« 
tated with fear, and now with admiracion, as she 
iriewed the grandeur of the clouds, and their effect 
on the scenery, and listened to the long long peals 
of thunder that rolled through the air. 

The boat having reached the lawn before tlie 
monastery, the count sent a servant to announce 
his arrivd, and to entreat shelter of the superior ; 
who soon after appeared at the great gate attended 
by several monks ; while the servant returned with 
aoiessage expressive at once of hospitality and pride 
— but of pride disguised in submission. The party 
immediately disembarked; and having hastily cross- 
ed the lawn — for the shower was now heavy — wer6 
received at the gate by the superior ; who, as they 
entered, stretched forth his hand and gave his bless- 
ing ; and they passed into the great hall, where the 
lady-abbess waited, attended by several nunsclothed, 
like herself, in black and veiled in white. The veil 
of the abbess was^ however, thrown half back, and 
discovered a countenance whose chaste dignity was 
sweetened by the smile of welcome with which she 
addressed the countess ; whom she led with Blanche 
and Mademoiselle Beam into the convent parlour^ 
while the count and Henri were conducted by the 
superior to the refectory. 

The countess, fatigued and discontented, received 
the politeness of the abbess with careless haughti- 
ness, and had followed her with indolent steps to 
the parlour ; over which the painted casements, and 
wainscot of larch wood, threw at all times a me- 
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lancholy shade, and where the gloom 6( etenifi|| 
now loured almost te darkness. 

While the lady abbess ordered refreshnrient, and 
conversed with the countess, Blanche withdrew to ft 
window ; the lower panes of which being without 
painting, allowed her to observe the progress of the 
storm over the Mediterranean; whose dark waves, 
that had so lately slept, now came boldly swelling 
in long succession to the shore, where they burst 
in white foam, and threw up a high spray over the 
rocks. A red sulphureous tint overspread thfe long 
line of clouds that hung above the western horizon; 
beneath whose dark skirts the sun looking out illu^ 
mined the distant shores of Languedoc, as well as 
the tufted summits of the nearer woods, and shed a 
partial gleam on the western waves. The rest*of 
the scene was in deep gloom, except where a sun- 
beam, darting between the clouds', glanced on the 
white wings of the sea-fowl that circled'high among 
them, or touched theswelling sail of a vessel which 
-was seen labouring in the storm. Blanche for some 
time anxiously watched the progress of the bark as 
It threw the waves in foam around it ; and, as the 
lightnings flashed, looked to the opening heavens 
with many a sigh for the fate of the poor mariners. 

The sun at length set, and the heavy clouds 
which had long impended, dropped over the splen- 
dour of his course: the vessel, however, was yet 
dimly seen; and Bflanche continued to observe it, 
till the quick succession of flashes, lighting up the 
gloom of the whole horizon, wai'ned her to retire 
from the window, and' she joined the abbess ; who, 
having exhausted all her topics of conversation with 
the countess, had now leisure to notice her* 

But their discourse was interrupted by treraen* 
dous peals of thunder; ftndtliebell of the monastery 
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^oon afVer ringing out, summoned the inhabltanti 
to prayer. As Blanche passed the windows she 
gave another look to the ocean ; where, by the mo« 
mentary flash that illumined the vast body of the 
vtraters, she distinguished the vessel she had observ* 
ed before, amidst a sea of foam, breaking the bil- 
lows — the mast now bowing to the waves and theft 
rising high in air. 

She si^^hed fervently as she gazed, and then fol« 
lowed the lady-abbess and the countess to theehapeL 
Meanwhile some of the count's servants, having 
gone by land to the chateau for carriages, returned 
soon' after vespers had conclucied ; when, the storm 
being somewhat abated, the count and his family 
returned home. Blanche was surprised to discover 
how much the windings of the shore had deceived 
her concerning the distance of the chateau fromtho 
monastery ; whose vesper-bell she had heard on the 
preceding evening from the windows of the west 
saloon, and whose towers she would also have seen 
from thence, had not twilight veiled them. 

On their arrival at the chateau, the countess, af« 
Meeting more fatigue than she really felt, withdrew 
to her apartment, and the count, with his daughter 
and Henri, went to the supper- room ; wliere they 
had not been long when they heard, in a pause of 
the gust, a firing of guns; which the count under- 
standing to be signals of distress from some vessel 
in the storm, went to a window that opened towards 
the Mediterranean, to observe further ; but the sea 
was now involved in utter darkness, and the loud 
bowlings of the tempest had again overcome every 
other sound, Blanche, remembering the bark whic^ 
she had before seen, now joined her father with 
trembling anxiety. In a few moments the report 
of guns was again borne along the wind, and as 
suddenly wafted away : a tremendous burst of thun* 
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der followed ; and in the flash that had preceded 
it, and which seemed to quiver over the whole sur^ 
face of the waters, a vessel was discovered, tossing 
amidst the white foam of the waves, at some distance 
from the shore. Impenetrable darkness again in- 
volved the scene ; but soon a second flash showed 
the bark, with one sail unfurled, driving towards 
the coast. Blanche hung upon her father's arm 
with looks full of the agony of united terror and 
pity ; which .were unnecessary to awaken the heart 
of the count, who gazed upon the sea with a piteous 
expression, and, perceiving that no boat could live 
in the storm, forbore to send one ; but he gave or- 
ders to his people to carry torches out upon the 
cliff — hoping they might prove a kind of beacon to 
the vessel, or at least warn the crew of the rocks 
they were approaching. While Henri went out to 
direct on what part of the cli£& the lights should 
appear, Blanche remained with her father at the 
window, catching every now and then, as the light- 
nings flashed, a glimpse of the vessel ; and she soon 
saw with reviving hope the torches flaming on the 
blackness of night, and, as they waved over the 
clifis, casting a red gleam on the gasping billows. 
When the firihg of guns was repeated, the torches 
were tossed high in the air, as if answering the sig- 
nal, and the firing was then redoubled ; but though 
the wind bore the sound away, she fancied, as the 
lightnings glanced, that the vessel was much nearer 
the shore. 

The count's servants were now seen running to 
and fro on the rocks : — some venturing almost to 
the points of the crags, and bending over, held out 
their torches fastened to long poles ; while others, 
whose steps could be traced only by the course of the 
lights, descended the steep and dangerous path that 
wound to the margin of th^ sea, and with loud haU 
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loos hailed the mariners ; whose ghrill whistle, and 
then Iveble voices, were heard at intervals minghng 
with the storm. Sudden shouts from the people 
on the rocks increased the anxiety of Blanche to 
an almost intolerable degree: but her suspense con- 
cerning the tate of the mariners was soon over, 
when Henri, running breathless into the room, told 
that the vessel was anchored in the bay below, but in 
80 shattered a condition that it was feared she would 
part before the crew could disembark. The count 
immediately gave orders for his own boats to assist 
in bringing them to shore, and that «uch of these 
unfortunate strangers as could not be accommodated 
in the adjacent hamlet, should be entertained at the 
chateau. Among the latter were Emily St. Aubert, 
Monsieur Da Pont, Ludovico, and Annette ; who,^ 
having embarked at Leghorn, and reached Mar- 
seilles, were from thence crossing the Gulf of Lyons 
when this storm overtook them^ They were recei¥- 
ed by the count with his usual benignity ; who, 
though Emily wished to have proceeded immediate- 
ly to the monastery of St. Claire, would not allow 
her to leave the chateau that night ; and, indeed, 
the terror and fatigue she had. suffered would 
acarcely have permitted her to go further. 

In Monsieur Du Pont the count discovered an old 
acquaintance, and much joy and congratulation 
passed between them ; atter which Emily was intro- 
duced by name to the count's family, whose hospi- 
table benevolence dissipated the little embarrass* 
ment which her situation had occasioned her ; and 
the party were soon seated at the supper-table. The 
unafiected kindness of Blanche, and the lively joy 
^he expressed on the escape of the strangers, for 
whom her pity had been so much interested, gra- 
dually revived Emily's languid spirits ; and Da 
font, relieved from his terrors for her and<for him* 
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self, felt the full contrast between his late situallon 
on a dark and tremendous ocean, and his present 
one in a cheerful mansion, where he was surrounded 
with plenty, elegance, and smiles of welcome. 

Annette, meanwhile, in the servants' hall, was 
telling of all the dangers she had encountered, and 
congratulating herself so heartily upon her own and 
Ludovico's escape, and on her present comforts, 
that she often made all that part of the chateau ring 
with merriment and laughter. Ludovico's spirits 
were as gay as her own ; but he had discretion 
enough to restrain them, and tried to check hers, 
though in vain ; till her laughter at length ascended 
to my ladys chamber ; who sent to inquire what 
occasioned so much uproar in the chateau, and to 
command silence. 

Emily withdrew early to seek the repose she so 
much required ; but her pillow was long a sleepless 
one. On this her return to her native country, 
many interesting remembrances were awakened ; 
all the events and sufferings she had experienced 
since she quitted it, came in long succession to her 
fancy, and were chased only by the image of Valan- 
court ; with whom to believe herself once more in 
the same land, after they had been so long and so 
distantly separated, gave her emotions of indescri- 
bable. joy ; but which afterwards yielded to anxiety 
and apprehension, when she considered the long pe- 
riod that had elapsed since any letter had passed 
between them, and how much might have happened 
in this interval to afiect her future peace. But the 
thought that Valancourt might be now no more, 
or, if living, might have forgotten her, was so very 
terrible to her heart, that she would scarcely suffer 
herself to pause upon the possibility. She determin- 
ed to inform him on the following day of her arrival 
in France ; which it was scarcely possible he could 
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know but by a letter from herself: and after sooth- 
ing her spirits with the hope of soon hearing that 
he was veil and unchanged in his affectionSi she at 
length sunk to repose. 



CHAPTER IV, 



Oft woo*d the gleam of Cynthia, silver bright, 
In cloisters dim, far from the haunts of Folly, 
With Freedom by my side, and soft-eyed Melancholy^ 

Gray, 



The Lady Blanche was so much interested for 
£niily> that upon hearing she was going to reside 
in the neighbouring convent, she requested the 
count would invite her to lengthen her stay at the 
chateau. And you know, my dear Sir, added 
Blanche, how delighted I shall be with such a com- 
panion ; for at present 1 have no friend to walk or 
to read with, since Mademoiselle Beam is my mam« 
ma*8 friend only. 

The count smiled at the youthful sijiiph'city with 
which his daughter yielded to first impressions ; and 
though he chose to warn her of their danger, he 
silently applauded the benevolence that could thus 
readily expand in confidence to a stranger. He had 
observed Emily with attention on the preceding 
evening, and was as much pleased with her as it was 
possible he could be with any person on so short an 
acquaintance ; the mention made of her by IVIods. 
Du Pont had also given him a favourable inipression 
of Emily ; but| extremely cautious as to those whom 
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lie introduced to the intimacy of hia daughter^ Ym 
determined, on hearing that the former was no 
stranger at the convent of St. Claire, to visit the ab« 
bess ; and, if her account corresponded with his 
wish, to invite Emily to pass some time at the cha- 
teau. On this subject he was influenced by a consi- 
deration of the Lady Blanche's welfare, still more 
than by either a wish to oblige her, or to befriend 
the orphan Emily; for whom, however, he felt con- 
siderably interested. 

On the following morning Emily was too much 
fatigued to appear; but Mons. Du Pont was at the 
breakfast-table when the count entered the room ; 
who pressed him, as his former acquaintance, and 
the son of a rery old friend, to prolong his stay at 
the chateau— an invitation which Du Pont willingly 
accepted, since it would allow him to be near Emily; 
and though he was not conscious of encouraging a 
. liope that she would ever return liis aftection, he had 
not fortitude enough to attempt, at present, to over* 
come it* 

Emily, when she was somewhat recovered, wan- 
dered with her new friend over the grounds belong* 
tng to the chateau, as much delighted with the sur- 
rounding views, as Blanche, in the benevolence of 
ber heart, had wished : from thence she perceived^ 
beyond the wood.s, the towers of the monastery, 
and remarked that it was to this conv^pt she do* 
signed to go. 

Ah! said Blanche with surprise, I am but just re* 
leased from a convent, and would you go into one? 
Jf you could know what pleasure ) feel in wandering 
here at liberty, and in seeing the sky, and the fields, 
and the woods all around me, 1 think you would 
pot. Emily, smiling at the warmth with which the 
Lady Blanche ispoke, observed, that she did opt mean 
to copfioe herself to a copyent for life* 
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No, you may not intend it now, said Blanche ; 
but you do not know to what the nuns may per- 
suade you to consent: I know how kind they will 
appear, and how happy, for I have seen too much of 
their art. 

Wiien they returned to the chateau, Lady Blanche 
<;onducted Emily to her favourite turret : and from 
thence they rambled through the ancient chambers, 
which Blanche had visited before. Emily was 
amused by observing the structure of these apart* 
ments, and the fashion of their old but still magni« 
ficent furniture, and by comparing them with those 
of the castle of Udolpho, which were yet more an- 
tique and grotesque. 8he was also interested by 
Dorothee the housekeeper, who attended them ; 
whose appearance was almost as antique as the ob- 
jects around her, and who seemed no less interested 
by Emily; on whom she frequently gazed with so 
much deep attention, as scarcely to hear^hat was 
laid to her. 

While Emily looked &om one of the casements, 
she perceived, with surprise, some objects that were 
familiar to her memory — the fields and woods with 
the gleaming brook, which she had passed with La 
Voisin, one evening, soon after the death of Mons. 
St. Aubert, in her way from the monastery to the 
cottage; and she now knew this to be the chateau 
which he had:then avoided, and concerning which 
he had dropped some remarkable hints. 

Shocked by this discovery, yet scarcely knowing 
why, she mused for some time in silence, and re- 
membered the emotion which her father had be- 
trayed on finding himself so near this mansion, and 
jiome other circumstances of his conduct; that now 
greatly interested her. The music, too, which she 
had formerly heard, and respecting which La Voisin 
had given such an odd account, occurred to her; 
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and, desirous of knowing more concerning it, sh^ 
asked Doroth^e whether it returned at midnight, 
as usual, and whether the musician had yet been dis^ 
covered. 

Yes, Ma'amselle, replied Doroth^e; that music is 
still heard ; but the musician has never been found 
out, nor ever will, I believe; though there are somo 
people who can guess. 

Indeed ! said Emily: then why do they not pursue 
the inquiry ? 

Ah, young lady ! inquiry enough has been made 
— 'but who can pursue a spirit? 
' Emily smiled, and, remembering how lately she 
had suffered herself to be led away by superstition, 
determined now to resist its contagion; yet, in spite 
of her efforts, she felt awe mingled with her curiosity 
on this subject ; and Blanche, who had hitherto 
listened in silence, now inquired what this musip 
was, and how long it had been heard. 

Ever since the death of my Lady, Madam, replied 
Poroth^e. 

Why, the place is not haunted, surely ? «aid 
Blanche, between jesting and seriousness. 

1 have heard that music almost ever since my dear 
JLiady died, continued Doroth^e, and never before. 
then. But that is nothing ta some things I could 
tell of. 

Do, pray, tell them then, said Lady Blanche, now 
more in earnest than in jest: I am much interested; 
for I have heard sister Henriette, and sister Sophie, 
in the convent, tell of such strange appearances 
which they themselves had witnessed !— 

You never heard, uiy lady, I suppose, what made 
us leave the chateau, and go and Jive in a cottage ? 
said Dorothee. Never ! replied Blanche with im- 
patience, 

Nor the reason that my lord the Marquis 



T)i)fath&^ checked herself, hesitated, and then eh^ 
idearoured to change the topic ; but the curiosity bf 
Blanche was too much awakened to sufFor the sub^ 
ject thus easily to escape her, and she pressed th6 
old housekeeper to proceed with her account: upon 
irhom, however, no entreaties could prevail; and it 
was evident that she was alarmed for the impru* 
dence into which she had already betrayed herself* 

I perceive, said Emily smiling, that all old nian^- 
tions are haunted: I am lately come from a place of 
wonders; but unluckily, since I left it, I have heard ^ 
almost all of them explained. 

Blanche was silent ; Doroth^e looked grave, and 
sighed ; and Emily fell herself still inclined to be- 
lieve more of the wonderful than she chose to ac- 
knowledge Just then she remembered the specta- 
cle she haa witnessed in a chamber of Udolpho, and, 
by an odd kind of coincidence, the alarming wordB 
that had accidentally met her eye in the MS. papers 
which she had destroyed in obedience to the com- 
mand of her father; and she shuddered at the meaii- 
ing they seemed to impart, almost as much as at the 
horrible appearance disclosed by the black veil. 

The Lady Blanche, meanwhile, unable to prevail 
with Doroth6e to explain the subject of her' late 
hints, had desired, on reaching the door that ter- 
minated the gallery, and which she found fastened 
on the preceding day, to see the suite of rooms be- 
yond. Dear young lady, said the hoasekeeper, I 
have told you my reason for not opening them : I 
have never seen them since my dear Lady died; and 
it would go hard with me to see them now. Pray> 
Madam, do not ask me again. 

Certainly 1 ivi^^ ^^^9 replied Blanche, if that k 
really your objection. 

Alas ! it 18^ s^d die old woman ; #e all toted bfr 
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well) and I shall always grieve for her. Time ranv. 
r6und !-^it is now many years since she died ; but 1 
reinember every thing that happened then, as if it 
was but yesterday. Many things that have passed 
of late years are gone quite from my memory; while 
those so long ago I can see as if .in a glass. She 
paused; but afterwards, as they walked up the gtl- 
Jery, added. cf Emily, This young lady smnttimsi 
brings the late marchioness to my mind : I can re- 
member when she looked just as blooming, a»d very 
like her when she smiles. Poor lady ! how gay she 
was when she first came to the chateau ! 

And was she not gay afterwards ? said Blanche. 

Dorothie sliook her head ; and Emily observed 
her with eyes strongly expressive of the interest she 
now felt. Let us sit down in this wind(U|i^, sakl the 
Lady Blanche, on reaching the opposite end of the 
gallery : and pray, Doroth^e, if it is not painful to 
you, tell us something more about the marchioness: 
I should like to look into the glass you spoke of just 
now, and see a few of the circumstances which you 
say often pass over it. 

No, my lady, replied Doroth6e ; if you knew as 
much as I do, you would not ; for you would find 
there a dismd train of them. I often wish I could 
shut them out, but they will rise to my mind. I see 
my dear lady on her death-bed— her very look — and 
remember sdl she said :— it was a terrible scene ! 

Why was it sa terrible ? said Emily witli emo- 
tion. 

Ah, dear young lady ! is not death always terri- 
ble? replied Doroth6e. 

To some further inquiries of Blanche, Dorothde 
was silent; and Emily, observing the tears in her 
eyes, forbore to urge the subject, and endeavoured 
to withdraw the attention of her young friend to 
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some object in the gardens ; where the count with 
the countess and Monsieur Du Pont appearing, they 
went down to join them. 

When he perceived Emily, he advanced to meet 
her, and presented her to the countei»s in a manner 
so benign, that it recalled most powerfully to her 
mind the idea of her late father; and she felt more 
gratitude to him than embarrassment towards the 
countess ; who, however, received her with one of 
those fascinating smiles which her caprice some- 
times allowed her to assume, and which was now 
the result of a conversation the count had held with 
her concerning Emily* Whatever this might be, 
pr whatever had passed in his conversation with the 
lady abbess, whom he had just visited, esteem and 
kindness were strongly apparent in his manner when 
he addressed Emily; who experienced that «weet 
emotion which arises from the consciousness of 
possessing the approbation of the good ; for to the 
count's worth she had been inclined to yield her 
confidence almost fVom the first moment in which 
she had seen him. 

Before she could finish her acknowledgements for 
t)ie hospitality she had received, and mention her 
design of going immediately to the convent, she was 
interrupted by an invitation to lengthen her stay at 
the chateau ; which was pressed by the count and 
the countess, with an appearance of such friendly 
sincerity that, though she much wished to see her 
old friends at the monastery, and to sigh once more; 
over her father's grave, she consented to remain a 
few days at the chateau. 

To the abbess, however, she immediately wrote 
mentioning her arrival in Languedoc, and her wish 
to be received into the convent as a boarder : sh^ 
also sent letters to Monsieur Quesnel> and to Valan*^ 
court, whom she merely informed of her arrival ii^ 
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France ; and, as she knew not where the latter 
might be stationed, she directed her letter to his 
brother's seat in Gascony. 

In the evening Lady Blanche and M ons. Du Pont 
walked with Emily to the cottage of La Voisin ; 
which she had now a melancholy pleasure in ap- 
proaching ; for time had softened her grief for the 
JOSS of St. Aubert, though it could not annihilate it, 
and she felt a soothing sadness in indulging the re- 
collections which this scene recalled. La Voisin was 
Still living, and seemed to enjoy as much as former- 
ly the tranquil evening of a blameless life. He was 
sitting at the door of his cottage, watching some of 
his grand-children playing on the grass before him, 
and now and then, with a laugh or a commendation, 
e^pcouraging their sports. He immediately recollect- 
ed Emily, whom he was much pleased to see ; and 
she was as rejoiced to hear that he had not lost one 
of his family since her departure. 

Yes, Ma'amselle, said the old man, we all live 
merrily together still, thank God ! and I believe 
there is not a happier family to be found in Lan- 
guedoc than ours. 

Emily did not trust herself in the chamber where 
St. Aubert died; and after half an hour*s conversa- 
tion with La Voisin and his family, she left the 
cottage. 

During these the first days of her stay at Chateau- 
.te-B1anc, she was often affected by observing the 
Seep but silent melancholy which at times stole over 
Da Pont; and Emily, pitying the self-delusion which 
disarmed him of the will to depart, determined to 
withdraw herself as soon as the respect she owed the 
Count andCountess DeVillefort would permit. The 
dejection of his friend soon alarmed the anxiety of 
the coutit ; to whom Du Pont at lengtli confided the 
secret of his hopeless afiection; which; however, the 
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former could only commiserate, though he secretly 
determined to betriend his suit, if an opportunity of 
doing so should ever occur. Considering the dan* 

ferous situation of Du Pont, he but feebly opposed 
is intention of leaving Chateau-le- Blanc on the foK 
lowing day, but drew from him a promise of a longer 
visit when he could return with safety to his peace* 
Emily herself, though she could not encourage his 
afiectioii, esteemed him, both for the many virtues 
he possessed, and for the services she had received 
from him ; and it was not without tender emotions 
of gratitude and pity, that she now saw him depart 
for his family-seat in Gascony ; while he took leave 
of her with a countenance so expressive of love and 
grief, as to interest tlie count more warmly in his 
cause than before. 

In a few days Emily also lefl the chateau ; but 
not before the count and countess had received her 
promise to repeat her visit very soon ; and she was 
welcomed by the abbess with the same maternal 
kindness she had formerly experienced, and by the 
mxns with much expression of regard* The well* 
known scenes of the convent occasioned her many 
melancholy recollections; but with these wero 
mingled others, that inspired gratitude for having 
escaped the various dangers that had pursued her 
»ince she quitted it, and for the good which she yet 
possessed, and though she once more wept over her 
iather*s grave with tears of tender affection, her 
grief was softened from its former acuteness. 

Some time after her return to the monastery, she 
received a letter from her uncle Mons. Quesnel, in 
answer to information that she had arrived in 
France, and to her inquiries concerning such of lier 
affairs as he had undertaken to conduct during her 
absence, especially as to the period for which La 
Valine had been let ; whither it was her wish to re* 
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turn, if it should appear that her income would per? 
mit her to do so. The reply of Mods. Quesnel was 
cold'and formal as she expected, expressing neither 
concern for the evils she had suffered, nor pleasure 
that she was now removed from them ; nor did he 
allow the opportunity to pass of reproving her for 
her rejection of Count Morano, whom he afflected 
still to believe a man of honour and fortune ; nor of 
vehemently declaiming agajnst Montoni, to whom 
he had always, till now, felt himself to be inferior. 
On Emily's pecuniary concerns he was not very ex- 
plicit : he informed her, however, that the term for 
which La Vallee had been engaged was nearly ex-? 
pired ; but, without inviting her to his own house,| 
added, that her circumstances would by no mean^ 
allow her to reside there, and earnestly advised her 
to remain for the present in the convent of 8t. 
Claire. To her inquiries respecting poor old Theresa, 
her late father's servant, he gave no answer. In the 
postscript to his letter. Monsieur Quesnel mentioned 
M. IVIotteville, in whose hands the late St. Auberf 
had placed the chief of his personal property, as 
being likely to arrange his affairs nearly to the satis- 
faction of his creditors, and that Emily would re? 
cover much more of her fortune than she had for- 
merly reason to expect. The letter also inclosed to 
Emily an order upon a merchant at Narbonne for a 
small sum of money. 

The tranquillity of the monastery, and the liberty 
she was suffered to enjoy in wandering among the 
woods and shores of this delightful province, gra- 
dually restored her spirits to their natural tone ; ex-r 
cept that anxiety would sometimes intrude concern- 
ing Valancourt, as the time approached when it was 
possible that she might receive an answer to her 
letter. 
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CHAPTER V. 



As when a wave, that from a cloud impends, 
And swell'd with tempests, on the ship descends. 
White are the decks with foam ; the winds, aloud, 
Howl o*er the masts, and sing through every shroud : 
Pale, trembling, tir^, the sailors fireeze with fears ; 
And instant death on every wave appears. 

Pope's Homer. 

The Lady Blanche, meanwhile, who was lefl much 
alone, became impatient for the company of her 
new friend, whom she wished to observe sharing in 
the delight she received from the beautiful scenery 
around. She had now no person to whom she could 
express her admiration and communicate her plea* 
sures ; no eye that sparkled to her smile, or counte- 
nance that reflected her happiness ; and she became 
spiritless and pensive. The count, observing her 
dissatisfaction, readily yielded to her entreaties, and 
reminded Emily of her promised visit. But the 
silence of Valancourt, which was now prolonged far 
beyond the period when a letter might have arrived 
from Estuviere, oppressed Emily with severe anxiety, 
and, rendering her averse to society, she would will- 
ingly have deferred her acceptance of this invita- 
tion, till her spirits should be relieved. The count 
and his family, however, pressed to see her ; and as 
the circumstances that prompted her wi^h for soli- 
tude could not be explained, there wa^ an appear- 
ance of caprice in her refusal, which she could not 
persevere in without offending the friends whose 
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^steem she valued. At length, therefore, she re« 
' iurned upon a second visit to Chateau-le-Bl^nCf 
Here the friendly manner of Count de Villefort en- 
pouraged Emily to mention to him her situation 
respecting the estates of her I^^te aunt, and to cour 
suit him on the means of recovering them. He had 
little doubt that the law would decide in her favour ; 
and, advising l^er to apply to it^ offered, fir^t, tq 
write to an advocate ^t Avignon, on whose opinio^ 
he thought he could rely. His kindness was grater 
fully accepted by Emily ; who, soothed by the 
courtesy she daily experienced, would have been 
pncp more happy, coulu she have been assured of Va- 
lancourt*s welfare and unaltered affection. She had 
npw been above a week at the chateau without re- 
ceiving intelligence of him; and though she knew 
that, it he was absent from his brother^s residence, 
it was scarcely probable her letter had yet reached 
him, she could not forbear to admit doubts and fears 
that destroyed her peace. Again she would consi- 
der of ^ll that might have happened in the long 
period since her first seclusion at Udolpho ; and her 
mind was sometimes so overwhelmed with an ap- 
prehension that Valancourt was no more, or that he 
lived no longer for her, that the compg^ny even of 
Blanche became intolerably oppressive; and she 
would sit alone in her apartment for hours togetherjj 
when the engagements of the family allowed her to. 
^o so without incivility. 

Iq one of these solitary hours, she unlocked a 
Jittle box which contained some letters of Valan- 
court, with .^ome drawings she had sketched during 
her stay in Tuscany ; the latter of which were no 
longer interesting to her; but in the letters, she 
pow with melancholy indulgence meant to retrace 
fhe tenderness that had so often soothed her, and 
rendered her, for a moment, insensible of the di<3 
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stance which separated her from the writer. But 
their effect was now changed : the affection they ex^ 
pressed appealed so forcibly to her heart, when she 
considered that it had, perhaps, yielded to the 
powers of time and absence, and even the view of 
the hand-writing recalled so many painful recollec- 
tions, that she found herself unable f o go through 
the first she had opened ; and sat musing, with her 
phee)|: resting on her arm, and tears stealing from 
her eyes, when old Doroth^e entered the room, to 
Inform her that dinner would be ready an hour be- 
fore the usual time. Emily started on perceiving 
her, and hastily put up the papers ^ but not before 
Dorothee had observed both her agitation and her 
tears. 

Ah, Ma'amselle! said she, you, ^ho are so young, 
r—have you reason for sorrow ? 

Emily tried to smile, but was unable to speak. 
Alas, dear young lady ! when you come to my 
age, you will not weep at trifles ;— and surely you 
have nothing serious to grieve you ? 

No, Dorothee ; nothing of any consequence, re- 
plied Emily. Dorothee, now stooping to pick up 
something that had dropped from among the papers, 
suddeiily exclaimed, — Holy Mary I what is it 1 see P 
and then, trembling, sat down in a chair that stood 
by the table. 

What is it you do see ? said Emily, afarmed by 
her manner, and looking round the room. 

It is herself! said Dorothee; her very self ! just 
as she looked a little before she died I 

Emily, still more alarmed, began now to fear that 
Doroth6e was seized with sudden phrensy ; but en- 
treated her to explain herselT. 

That picture 1 said she ; where did you find it, 
jadyH- — it is my blessed mistress herself ! 

bhe laid on the table the miniature which Emily 
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had loiag ago found among the papers her father had 
enjoined her to destroy > and over which she had 
once seen him shed such tender and affecting tears ; 
and recollecting all the various circumstances of his 
conduct, that had long perplexed her, her emotions 
increased to an excess which deprived her of all 
power to ask the questions she trembled to have 
answered; and she could only inquire, whether Doro- 
th6e was certain the picture resembled the late mar* 
chioness ? 

O, Ma'amsellel said she, how came it to strike me 
80 the instant I saw it, if it was not my lady's like- 
ness? Ah! added she, taking up the miniature, 
these are her oWn blue eyesx— -looking so sweet and 
8o mild ! and there is her very Iqok, such as I have 
oflen seen it, when she had sat thinking for a long 
while ; and then the tears would often steal down 
her cheeks— but she never would complain ! It was 
that look, so meek, as it were, apd resigned, that 
used to break my heart, and make me love her so ! 

Dorothee ! said Emily solemnly, I am ititerested 
in thie cause of that grief— more so, perhaps, than 
you may imagine ; and I entreat that you will no 
longer refuse to indulge my curiosity— it is not a 
common one. 

As Emily said this, she remembered the papers 
with which the picture had been found, and had 
scarcely a doubt that they had concerned the Mar- 
chioness de Villeroi : but with this supposition came 
a scruple, whether she ought to inquire further on 
a subject which might prove to be the same that her 
fisither had so carefully endeavoured to conceal. Her 
curiosity concerning the marchioness, powerful as it 
was, it IS probable she would now have resisted, as . 
she had formerly done on unwarily observing the 
few terrible words in the papers, which had never 
since been erased from her memory, had she been 
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ceFjt^in that the history of that lady was the subjett 
.()f those papers, or that suoh simple particulars only 
^ it was probable Dorothle could relate, were in- 
pluded in her father's command. What was known 
to her, could be no secret to many other persons ; 
and since it appeared very unlikely that St. Aubert 
should attempt to conceal what Emily might learn . 
by ordinary means, she at length concluded that, if 
the papers had related to the story of the marchio- 
ness, it was not those circumstances of it which Do- 
roth6e could disclose, that he had thought sufficiently 
iTjportant to wish to have concealed : she therefore 
no longer hesitated to make the inquiries that might 
leiad to the gratification of her curiosity* 

Ah, Ma*amselle ! said Doroth6e, it is a sad story, 
and cannot be told now; — but what am I saying? 
—1 never will tell it. Many years have passed since 
it happened ; and I never loved to talk of the mar- 
chioness to any body but my husband. He lived in 
the family at that time, as well as myself, and he 
knew many particulars from me which nobody else 
did; for 1 was about the person of my lady in her 
last illness, and saw and he^rd as much, or more 
than my Lord himself. Sweet saint ! how patient she 
was ! When she died, \ thought I could have died 
with her ! 

Doroth6e, said Emily, interrupting l^er, what you 
shall tell, you may depend upoti it, f^hall never be 
disclosed by me. I have, I repeat it, particular rea? 
sons for wishing to be informed oh thjs subject, 
and am willing to bind myself, in ^he most solemn 
manner, never to mention what you shall wish me 
to conceal. 

Doroth^e seemed surprised at the earnestness of 
Emily's planner, and, after regarding her for some 
moments in silence, said — Young lady ! that look of 
yours pleads for you— it is so like my dear mistress's^ 
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that I can almost fancy I see her before roe: if you 
were her daughter, you could not remind me of her 
more. But dinner will be ready : had you not better 
go down ? 

You will first promise to grant my request, s^d 
Emily. 

And ought not you first to tell me, Ma'amselle, 
how this picture fell into your hands, and the rea- 
sons you say you have for curiosity about ray Lady ? 

Why, no, Pordth^e, replied Eaiiiy, recollecting 
heiiself ; I have also particular reasons for Qbserv<« 
ing silence on these subjects, at least till I kno«f 
further ; and remember, 1 dp not promise ever tp 
speak upon them : therefore, do not let me induce 
you to satisfy my curiosity, from an expectation that 
I shall gratify yours. What I may judge proper to 
conceal does not concern myself alone, or I snould 
have less scruple in revealing it : let a confidence in 
my honour alone persuade you to disclose what I 
request. 

Well, lady ! replied Doroth^e after a long pause, 
during which her eyes were fixed upon Emily, yotr 
seem so much interested —and this picture, and thai 
fiice of yours, make me think you have some reason 
to be so, — that I will trust you, and tell some things 
that I never told before to any body but my hu8<^ 
band, though there are people who have suspected 
as much. 1 will tell you the particulars of my Lady*s 
death, too, and some of my own suspicions; but you^ 
must first promise me, by all the saints — ■ 

Emily, mterrupting her, solemnly promised never 
to reveal what should be confided to her, without 
]Porothee's consent. 

But there is the horn, Ma*amselle, sounding for 
dinner, said Doroth6e : 1 must be gone. 

When shall I see you again ? inquired Emily. 

Doroth^e mused; and then repliea. Why, Madam, 
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it may make people curious, if it is kno^iii I am so 
much in your apartment; and that I should be sorry 
for ; 80 I will come when I am least like^ to be ob- 
served. I have little leisure in the day, and I shall 
have a good deal to say; so if you please, Ma'am, I 
will come when "the family are all in bed. 

That will suit me very well, replied Emily : re- 
member then, to-night — 

Aye, that is well remembered, said Doroth^e: I 
fear I cannot come to-night, Madam ; for there will 
be the dance of the vintage, and it will be late before 
the servants go to rest ; for when they once set in 
to dance, they will keep it up, in the cool of the 
air, till morning : at least, it used to be so in my 
time. 

Ah ! is it the dance of the vintage ? said Emily 
with a deep sigh, remembering that it was on the 
evening of this festival, in the preceding year, that 
St« Aubert and herself had arrived in the neighl)our- 
hood of Chateau-le- Blanc. She paused a moment, 
overcome by the sudden recollection ; and then, re- 
covering herself, added^ — But this dance is in the 
open woods ; you, therefore, will not be wanted, 
and can easily come to me. 

Doroth6e replied that she had been accustomed 
to be present at the dance of the vintage, and ahe 
did not wish to be absent now : But if I can get 
away. Madam, I will, said she. 

family then hastened to the dining-room, where 
the count conductedhimself with the courtesy which 
is inseparable from true dignity, and of which the 
countess frequently practised little, though her man- 
ner to Emily was an exception to her usual habit. 
!But if she retained few of the ornamental virtues, 
the cherished other qualities which she seemed to 
consider invaluable : she had dismissed the grace of 
modesty ; but then she knew perfectly well how to 



S4 Mt^TERIES O^ VDOLPHO. 

manage the stare of assurance : her manne: 
little of the tempered sweetness which is nee 
to render the female character interesting ; b 
coold G*;caiionaIly throw into them an affecta 
spirits which seemed to triumph over every j 
who approached her. In the country , howev< 
generally atlected an elegantlanguor, that pers 
her almost to faint when her favourite read i 
a story of fictitious sorrow ; but her counte 
suffered no change when living objects of d 
solicited l^er charity, and her heart beat wi 
transport to the thought of giving them insta 
lief: she was a stranger to the highest luxi 
which, perhaps, the human mind can be sens 
for her benevolence had never yet called smile 
the face of misery. 

In the evening, the count with all his famil 
ccpt the countess and Mademoiselle Beam, w 
the woods to witness the festivity of the pe£ 
The scene was in a glade; where the trees, op 
formed a circle round the turf they highly 
shadowed. Between their branches, vines 1 
with ripe clusters were hung in gay festoon: 
neath were tables with fruit, wine, cheese 
other rural fare, and seats for the count ai 
family. At a little distance were benches f( 
elder peasants ^ few of whom, however, coul 
bear to join the jocund dance, which began 
after sun-set ; when several of sixty tripped i 
almost as much glee and airy lightness as thi 
sixteen. 

The musicians, who sat carelessly onrthe gi 
the foot of a tree, seemed inspired by the sot 
their own instruments, which were chiefly flut 
a kind of long guitar. Behind stood a boy flo 
lag a tambourine, and dancing a solo, except tl 
he sometimes gaily tossed the instrument, he ti 
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atttong ttie other dancers ; when his antic gestures 
balled forth a broader laugh, and heightened the 
rustic spirit of the scene. 

The count was highly delighted with rl» h2;ppi<^ 
ness he witnessed, to which his bounty hau largely 
contributed; and the Lady Blanche joined the dance 
with a young gentleman of her father's party. Du 
Pont requested Eniily*^ hand ; but her spirits were 
loo much depressed to permit her to engage in the 
present festivity, which called to her remembrance 
that of the preceding year, when St. Aubert was 
living, and of the melancholy scenes which had im» 
m^iately followed it. 

Overcome by these recollections^ she at length 
left the spot Imd walked slowly into the woods, 
where the softened music, floating at a distance, 
soothed her melancholy mind. The moon threw a 
roellt)w light among the foliage ; the air was balmy 
and cool ; and Emily, lost in thought, strolled on 
without observing whither, till she perceived the 
sound sinking afar off, and an awful stillness around 
her, except that, sometimes, the nightingale be« 
guiled the silence with 

Liquid notes, that close the eye of day. 

At length she found herself near tlie avenue 
which, on the night of her father's arrival, Michael 
had attempted to pass in search of a house^ which 
was still nearly as wild and desolate as it had then 
appeared ; for the count had been so much engaged 
in directing other improvements, that he had neg* 
lected to give orders concerning this extensive ap« 
proach ; and the road was yet broken, and the trees 
overloaded with their own luxuriance. 

As she stood surveying it, and remembering the 
emotions which she had formerly suffered there^ she 
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suddenly recollected the figure that had been seen 
stealing among the trees, and which had returned 
no answer to Michael's repented calls; and she ex* 
perienced somewhat of the fear that had then assail* 
ed her, for it did not appear improbable that these 
deep woods were occasionally the haunt of banditti: 
she therefore turned back; and was hastily pursuing 
her way to the dancers, when she heard steps ap« 
proachmg from the avenue; and being still beyond 
the call of the peasants on the green« for she could 
neither hear their voices nor their mu^c, she quick- 
ened her pace : but the persons following gained 
fast upon her; and at length distinguishing die 
voice of Henri, she walked leisurely till he came up* 
He expressed some surprise at meeting her so far 
from the company ; and on her saying that the 
pleasant moonlight had beguiled her to walk further 
than she Intended, an exclamation burst from the 
iips of his companion, and she thought she hemrd 
Vdancourt speak ! It was indeed he! and the mee^«. 
ing was such as may be imagined, between persons 
so affectionate, and so long separated, as they had 
been. 

In the joy of these moments Emily forgot all her 
past sufferings ; and Valancourt seemed to have for* 
gotten that any person but Emily existed ; while 
Henri was a silent and astonished spectator of the 
scene. 

Valancourt asked a thousand qaestiona concern* 
ing herself and Montoni, which there was no tim6 
to answer : but she learned that her letter had been 
forwarded to Paris, while he was on the way to Gas* 
cony ; where, however, at length, it informed him 
ef her arrival in France ; and he had immediately 
set out for Languedoc. On reaching the monastery 
whence she had dated this letter, he found, to liis 
extpemedisappointment, that thegates were already 
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dosed for the nieht; and believing that he should 
not see Emily till the morrow, he was returning to 
his little inn, with the intention of writing to her, 
when he was overtaken by Henri, with whom he had 
been intimate at Paris, and was led to her, whom 
he was secretly lamenting that he should not see till 
the fbllowing day. 

Emily, with Valancourt and Henri, now returned 
to the green; where the latter presented Valan- 
court to the count ; who, she fancied^ received htm 
with less than his usual benignity, though it ap« 
peared that they were not strangers to each othen 
He was invited, however, to partake of the diver- 
sions of the evening ; and when he had paid hit 
respects to the count, and while the dancers con* 
tinned their festivity, he seated himself by Etnily, 
and conversed without restraint. The lights which 
were hung among the trees ufider which they sat, 
allowed her a more perfect view of the countenance 
she had so frequently in absence endeavoured to re« 
collect, and she pepceived, with some regret, that it 
was^ not the same as when last she saw it. There 
was all its wonted intelligence and fire ; but it had 
lost much of the simplicity, and somewhat of the 
open benevolence, that used to characterize it. Still, 
however, it was an interesting countenance ; but 
EmDy thought she perceived, at intervals, anxiety 
contract, and melancholy fix, the features of Valmv* 
court : sometimes, too, he fell into a momentary 
musing, and then appeared anxious to dissipate 
thought ; while at others, as he fixed his eyes on 
Emily, a sudden kind of horror seemed to cross his 
mind. In her he perceived the same goodnesd am) 
beautiful simplicity that had charmed him on their 
first acquaintance. The bloom of her countenance 
was somewhat faded, but all its sweetness remained^ 
and it was rendered more iuterestiug than ever, by 
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the faint expression of melancholy that sometimei 
mingled with her smile. 

At his request she related the most important 
circumstances that had occurred to her since she 
left France ; and emotions of pity and indignation 
alternately prevailed in his mind, when he heard 
how much she had suffered from the villainy of Mon*- 
toni. More than once, when she was speaking of 
his conduct, of which the guilt was rather softened 
than exaggerated by her representation, he started 
from his seat and walked away, apparently over- 
come as much by self-accusation as by resentment^ 
Her sufferings alone were mentioned in the few 
words which he could address to her; and he listened 
not to the account, which she was careful to give as 
distinctly as possible, of the present loss of Madame 
Montoni's estates, and of the little reason there was 
to expect their restoration. At length Valancourt 
remained lost in thought, and then some secret 
cause seemed to overcome him with anguish. Again 
he abruptly left her. When he returned she per- 
ceived that he had been weeping, and tenderly 
begged that he would compose himself. My suffer* 
ings are all passed now, said she; for I have escaped 
from the tyranny of M on toni ; and I see you well- 
let me also see you happy. 

Valancourt was more agitated than before. I am 
unwovthy of you, Emily, said he; I am unworthy of 
you ; — words by his manner of uttering which 
Emily was then more shocked than by their import. 
She fixed on him a mournful and inquiring eye. Do 
not look thus on me, said he, turning away, and 
pressing her hand : I cannot bear those looks. 

I would ask, said Emily in a *gentle but agitated 
voice, the meaning of your words, but I perceive that 
the question would distress you now. Let us talk 
on other subjects. To-morrow, perhaps, you majF 
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be xhore composed. Observe those moon-light 
woods, and the towers which appear obscurely in 
the perspective. You used to be a great admirer of 
landscape ; and I have heard you say that the faculty 
of deriving consolation under misfortune, from the 
sublime prospects which neither oppression nor 
poverty withholds from us, was the peculiar blessing 
of the innocent. Vaiancourt was deeply affected. 
Yes, replied he ; I had once a taste for innocent and 
elegant delights — I had once an uncorrupted heart! 
Then checking himself, he added, Do you remember 
our journey together in the Pyrenees ? 

Can I forget it ? said Emily. Would that I 

could! he replied ; — that was the happiest period of 
my life : I then loved, with enthusiasm, whatever 
was truly great or good. — It was some time before 
Emily could repress her tears, and try to command 
her emotions. If you wish to forget that journey, 
said she, it must certainly be my wish to forget it 
also. She paused, and then added, You make me 
vecy uneasy ; — but this is not the time for further 
inquiry : — ^yet how can I bear to believe, even for a 
moment, that you are less worthy of my esteem than 
formerly ? I have still sufficient confidence in your 
candour, to believe that, when I shall ask for an 
explanation, you will give it me. — Yes, said Vaian- 
court ; yes, Emily ; 1 have not yet lost my candour: 
if I had, I could better have disguised my emotions 
on learning what were your sufferings-— your vir- 
tues ; while I — I ; but I will say no more : I did not 
mean to have said even so much— I have been sur- 
prised into the self-accusation. Tell me, Emily, 
that you will not forget that journey — will not wish 
to forget it — and I shall be tranquil. I would not 
lose the remembrance of it for the whole earth. 

JFIow contradictory is this ! said Emily ;— but we 
may be overheard. My recollection of it shall de-' 
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pend upon yours : I will endeavour to forget, or to 
recollect it, as you may do. Let us join the count. 
— ^Tell me first, said Valancourt, that you forgive 
the uneasiness I have occasioned you this evening, 
and that you will still love me.-^-l sincerely foreive 
you, replied Emily. You best know whether I shaU 
continue to love you, for you know whether you 
deserve my esteem. At present, I will believe that 
you do. It is unnecessary to say, added she, ob- 
serving his dejection, how much pain it would give 
me to believe otherwise. — The young lady who ap- 
proaches is th& count's daughter. 

Valancourt and Emily now joined the Lady 
Blanche ; and the party soon after sat down with 
the count, his son, and the Chevalier Du Pont, at a 
banquet spread under a gay awning beneath the 
trees. At a table also were seated several of the 
most venerable of the count's tenants ; and it was i^ 
festive repast — to all but Valancourt and Emily. 
When the count retired to the Qhateau, he did nol^ 
invite Valancourt to accompany him ; who, there-* 
fore, took leave of Emily, and retired to his solitary 
inn for the night : meanwhile, she soon withdrew 
to her own apartment, where she mused, with deep 
anxiety and concern, on his behaviour, and on the 
count's reception of him. Her attention was thus^ 
80 wholly engaged, that she forgot Doroth^e an4 
her appointment, till morning was far advanced ; 
when, knowing that the good old woman would not 
come, she retired for a i'ew hours to repose., 

On the following day, when the count had ac-i 
cidentally joined Emily in one of the walks, they 
talked of the festival of the preceding evening ; and 
this led him to a mention of Valancourt. That is a 
young man of talents, said he : you were formerly, 
acquainted with him, I perceive ? Emily said that 
she was. He was introduced to m^ at Parisi said tl^e 
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COQDty and I was much pleased with him on our 
first acquaintance. He paused, and Emily trembled, 
between the desire of hearing more and the fear of 
showing the count that she felt an interest on the 
subject. May I ask, said he at length, how long 
you have known Monsieur Valancourt ? — Will you 
allow me to ask your reason for the question. Sir? 
^aid she ; fmd I will answer it immediately. Cer- 
tainly, said the count ; that is but just : 1 will tell 
you my reason. I cannot but perceive that Mon« 
sieur Valancourt admires you. In that, however, 
there is nothing extraordinary : every person who 
sees you, must do the same. I am above using com* 
mon-place compliments; I speak with sincerity. 
What I fear, is, that he is a favoured admirer !-— — ^ 
Wliy do you fear it. Sir ? said Emily, endeavouring 
to conceal her emotion. — Because, replied the count, 
I think him not worthy of your favour, Emily, 
greatly agitated, entreated further explanation. I 
will give it, said he, if you will believe that nothing 
but a strong interest in your welfare could induce 
me to hazard that assertion. — I must believe so, Sir, 
replied. Emily. 

fiut let us rest under these trees, continued the 
count, observing the paleness of her countenance : 
here is a seat — ^you are fatigued. They sat down ; 
and the count proceeded*^Many young ladies, cir- 
cumstanced as you aroj would think my conduct on 
this occasion, and on so short an acquaintance, im- 
pertinent, instead of friendly : from what I have ob- 
served of your temper and understanding, I do not 
fear such a return from you : our acquaintance has 
been short, but long enough to make me esteem 
you, and feel a lively interest in your happiness. You 
deserve to be very happy, and I triist that you will be 
#0. Emily sighed solely, and bowed her thanks. Thf^ 
count paused again. I am unpleasantly circuiQ-t 
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stanced, said he ; but an opportunity of rendering 
you important service shall overcome inferior con- 
siderations. Will you inform me of the manner of 
your first acquaintance with the Chevalier Valan- 
court, if the subject is not too painful ? 

Emily briefly related the accident of their meet- 
ing in the presence of her father; and then so 
earnestly entreated the count not to hesitate in de- 
claring what he knew, that he perceived the violent 
emotion against which she was contending, and> 
regarding her with a look of tender compassion, 
considered how he might communicate his informa- 
tion with least pain to his anxious auditor. 

The chevalier and my son, said he, were intro- 
duced to each other at the table of a brother ofiicer; 
at whose house I also met him, and invited him ta 
my own whenever he should be disengaged. I did 
not then know that he had formed an acquaintance 
with a set of men, a disgrace to their species, who 
live by plunder, and pass their lives in continual de- 
bauchery. 1 knew several of the chevalier's family 
resident at Paris, and considered them as sufHcient 
pledges for his introduction to my own. But you 
are ill; — 1 will leave the subject. —No, Sir, said 
Emily ; I beg you will proceed : I am only distress- 
ed — Only ! said the count with emphasis. How- 
ever, I will proceed. I soon learned that these, hti 
associates, had drawn him into a course of dissipa- 
tion, from which he appeared to have neither the 
power nor the inclination to extricate himself. He 
lost large sums at the gaming-table ; he became in- 
fatuated with play ; and w»8 ruined. I spoke ten- 
derly of this to his iViends, who assured me that they 
had remonstrated with him till they were weary, I 
afterwards learned, that in consideration of his 
talents for play, which were generally successful 
when unopposed by the tricks of villainy — .that in 
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consideration of these, the party had initiated him 
into the secrets of their trade, and allotted him a 
share of their profits. — Impossible! said Emily sud- 
denly; — but— pardon me, Sir, I scarcely know what 
I say ; — allow for the distress of my mind. I must^ 
indeed I must, believe that you have not been truly 
informed : the chevalier had doubtless enemies who 
misrepresented him. — 1 should be most happy to 
believe so, replied the count ; but I cannot. No- 
thing short of conviction, and a regard for your wel- 
fare, could have urged me to repeat these unplea- 
sant reports. 

Emily was silent. She recollected Valancourt's 
sayings on the preceding evening, which discovered 
the pangs of self- reproach, and seemed to confirm 
all that the count had related. Yet she had not for<» 
titude enough to dare conviction : her heart waa 
overwhelmed with anguish at the mere suspicion of 
his guilt, and she could not endure a belief of itt 
After a long silence the count said, I perceive, an4 
can allow for, your want of conviction. It is ne-y 
cessary I should give some proof of what 1 have as- 
serted ; but this I cannot do, without subjecting 
one who is very dear to me to danger. — What is 
the danger you apprehend. Sir ? said Emily. If I 
can prevent it, you may safely confide in my honour. 
— On your honour I am certain I can rely, said the 
count ; but can I trust your fortitude? Do you 
think you can resist the solicitation of a favoured 
admirer when he pleads in affliction for the name 
of one who has robbed him of a blessing ? — I shall 
not be exposed to such a temptation, Sir, said Emily 
with modest pride ; for 1 cannot favour one whom I 
must no longer esteem. I, however, readily give 
my word. Tears in the mean time contradicted hep 
^rst assertion ; and she felt that time and effort 
p{)ly could eradigate an aQection which had beeQ 
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formed on virtuous esteem, and cherished byfaabit> 
and difficulty. 

I will trust you then, said the count; for convic- 
tion is necessary to your future peace, and cannot, 
I perceive, be obtained without this confidence. My 
son has too often been an eye-witness of the cheva- 
lier's ill conduct : he was very near being drawn in 
by it : he was, indeed, drawn in to the commission 
of many follies, but I rescued him from guilt and 
ciestruction. Judge then, Mademoiselle St. Aubert, 
whether a father, who had nearly lost his only son 
by the example of the chevalier, has not, from con- 
viction, reason to warn those whom he esteems 
against trusting their happiness in such hands. I 
have myself seen the chevalier engaged in deep play 
with men whom I almost shuc}dered to look upon. 
If you still doubt, I will refer you to my son. 

I must not doubt what you have yourself wit- 
nessed, replied £mily sinking with grief, or what 
you assert. But the chevalier has, perhaps, been 
drawn only into a transient folly, which he may 
never repeat. If you had known the justness of his 
former principles, you would allow for my present 
incredulity. 

Alas ! observed the count, it is difficult to believe 
that which will make us wretched. But I will not 
soothe you by flattering and false hopes. We all 
know how fascinating the vice of gaming is, and 
how difficult it is also to conquer habit. The che- 
valier might, perhaps, reform for a while ; but he 
would soon relapse into dissipation — for I fear not. 
only the bonds of habit would be powerful, but that 
his morals are corrupted. And — why should I con- 
ceal from you that play is not his dnly vice ? — he 
appears to have a taste for every vicious pleasure^ 

The count hesitated, and paused ; while Emily 
endeavoured to support herself, as with increasing 
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perturbation she expected what he might further 
say. A long pause of silence ensued, during which 
he was visibly agitated : at length he said, It would 
be a cruel delicacy that could prevail with me to be 
silent — and I will inform you that the chevalier *s 
extravagance has brought him twice into the prisons 
of Paris ; from whence he was last extricated, as I 
was told upon authority which I cannot doubt, by a 
well-known Parisian countess, with whom he con- 
tinued to reside when I left Paris. 

He paused again: and, looking at Emily, per- 
ceived her countenance change, and that she was 
falling from the seat : he caught her ; but she had 
fainted, and he called loud for aid. They were, 
however, beyond the hearing of his servants at the 
chateau, and he feared to leave her while he went 
thither for assistance, yet knew not how otherwise 
to obtain it ; till a fountain at no great distance 
causht his eye, and he endeavoured to support 
Emily against the tree under which she had been 
sitting, while he went thither for water. Again he 
was perplexed, for he had nothing near him in which 
water could be brought ; but while, with increased 
anxiety, he watched her, he thought he perceived 
in her countenance symptoms of returning Hie. 

It was long, however, before she revived, and 
then she found herself supported^-not by the count 
-*but by Valancourt, who was observing her with 
looks of earnest apprehension, and who now spoke 
^0 her in a tone tremulous with his anxiety. At 
the sound of his well-known voice, she raised her 
eyes ; but presently closed them, and a faintness 
again came over her. 

The count, with a look somewhat stem, waved 
him to withdraw ; but he only sighed heavily, and 
called on the name of Emily, as he again held the 
water that had been brought to her lips* On the 
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count's repeating his action, and accompanying ii 
with words, Valancourt answered him with a look of 
deep resentment, and refused to leave the place till 
she should revive, or to resign her for a moment to 
the care of any person* In the next instant his 
conscience seemed to inform him of what had been 
the subject of the count^s cdnversation with Emily, 
and indignation flashed in his feyes: but it was 
quickly repressed, and succeeded by an expression 
of serious anguish, that induqed the count to regard 
him with more pity than resentment, and the view 
of which so much affected Emily, when she agun 
revived, that she yielded to the weakness of tears : 
but she soon restrained them ; and, exerting her 
resolution to appear recovered, she rose, thanked 
the count and Henri, with whom Valancourt had 
entered the garden, for their care, and moved to- 
wards the chateau without noticing Valancouit; 
who, heart-struck by her manner, exclaimed in a 
low voice— Good God! how have I deserved this? — 
what has been said to occasion this change ? 

Emily, without replying, but with increased 
emotion, quickened her steps. What has thus dis- 
ordered you, Emily ? said he, as he still walked by 
her side : give me a few moments* conversation, I 
entreat you ;— I am very miserable ! 

Tliough this was spoken in a low voice, it was 
overheard by the count ; who immediately replied, 
that Mademoiselle St. Aubert was then too much 
indisposed to attend to any conversation, but that 
lie would venture to promise she would see Monsieur 
Valancourt on the morrow, if she was better. 

Valancourt*s cheek was crimsoned: he looked 
haughtily at the count, and then at Emily with suc- 
cessive expression of surprise, grief,and supplication, 
which she could neither misunderstand nor resist ; 
and she said languidly, I shall be better to morrow; 
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andy if you wish to Accept the count's permission, I 
Will see you then. 

See me ! exclaimed Valancourt, as he threw a 
glance of mingled pride and resentment upon the 
count; and then, seeming to recollect himself, 
he added — But J will come, Madam ; I will accept 
the count's permission. 

When they reached the door of the chateau, he 
lingered a moment, for his resentment was nov^ 
fled ; and then, with a look so expressive of tender- 
tiess and grief that Emily's heart was not proof 
against it, he bade her eood morning, and, bowing 
jBlightly to the count, disappeared* 

Emily withdrew to her own apartment, under 
such oppression of heart as she had seldom known ; 
when she endeavoured to recollect all that the count 
had told, to examine the probability of the circum- 
stances he himself believed, and to consider of her 
future conduct towards VaJanCourt. But when she 
attempted to think, her mind refused control, and 
she could only feel that she was miserable. One 
moment she sunk under the conviction that Valan- 
court was no longer the same whom she had so 
tenderly loved — the idea of whom had hitherto sup- 
ported her under a£9iction, and cheered her with 
the hope of happier days — but a fallen, a worthless 
character, whom she must teach herself to^ despise— 
if she could not forget : then, unable to endure this 
terrible supposition, she rejected it, and disdai&ed 
to believe him capable of conduct such as the count 
had described ; to whom she believed he had been 
misrepresented by some artful enemy : and there 
were moments, when she even ventured to doubt 
the integrity of the count himself, and to suspect 
that he was influenced by some selfish motive, to 
break her connexion with Valancourt. But this 
was the error of an instant only : the count's charac- 

VOL. XL VII. K 
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ter, which she had heard spoken of by Du Pont and 
many other persons, and had herself observed, 
enabled her to judge, and forbade the supposition : 
had her confidence, indeed, been less, there appeared 
to be no temptation to betray him into conduct so' 
treacherous and so cruel. Nor did rdlection sufifer 
her to preserve the hope that Valancourt had been 
misrepresented to the count, who had said that he 
spoke chiefly from his own observation, and from 
his son's experience. She must part from Valan- 
court, therefore, forever! — for what of either hap- 
piness or tranquillity could she expect, with a man 
whose tastes were degenerated into low inclinations, 
and to whom vice was become habitual ? whom she 
must no longer esteem, though the remembrance 
of what he once was, and the long habit of loving 
him, would render it very difficult for her to despise 
him ! 

O Valancourt ! she would exclaim, having been 
separated so long, do we meet only to be miserable ! 
—only to part for ever ! 

Amidst all the tumult of her mind, she remem- 
bered pertinaciously the seeming candour and sim- 
plicity of his conduct on the preceding night ; and, 
had she dared to trust her own heart, it would have 
led her to hope much from this. Still she could not 
resolve to dismiss him for ever, without obtaining 
further proof of his ill conduct^ yet she saw no pro- 
bability of procuring it — if, indeed, proof more 
positive was possible. Something, however, it was 
necessary to decide upon ; and she almost determined 
to be guided in her opinion solely by the manner 
with which Valancourt should receive her hints con- 
cerning his late conduct. 

Thus passed the hours till dinner-time; when 
Emily, struggling against the pressure of her gric€, 
Med Irer tears, end joined Uie family at table ; 
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where the count preserved towards her the most 
delicate attention ; but the countess and Madempi<« 
seHe Beam having looked, for a moment, witli sur- 
prise, on her dejected countenance, began, as usual, 
to talk of trifles ; while the eyes of Lady Blanche 
asked much of her friend, who could only reply by a 
mournful smile. 

Emily withdrew as soon after dinner as possible^ 
and was followed by the Lady Blanche; whose 
anxious inquiries, however, she found herself quite 
unequal to answer, aiid whom she entreated to 
i^re her on the subject of her distress. To con- 
verse on any topic, was now, indeed, so extremely 
painful to her, that she soon gave up the attempt ; 
and Blanche left her, with pity for the sorrow which 
she perceived she had no power to assuage. 

Emily secretly determined to go to her convent 
in a day or two ; for company, especially that of 
the countess and Mademoiselle Beam, was intole- 
rable to her in the present state of -her spirits : and 
in the retirement of tlie convent, as well as in the 
kindness of the abbess, she hoped to recover the 
command of her mind, and to teach it resignatioii 
to the event which^ she too plainly perceived^ waa 
approaching. 

To have lost Valancourt by death, or to have seen 
him married to a rival, would^ she thought, have 
given her less anguish than a conviction of his un- 
worthiness, which must terminate in ipisery to him- 
self, and which robbed her even of the solitary 
image her heart so long had cherished. These pain- 
ful reflections were interrupted for a moment by 
a note from Valancourt, written in evident dis- 
traction of mind, entreating that she would permit 
him tp see her on the approaching evening, instead 
of the following morning — a request which occa- 
sioned her so much agitation, that she was unabte 

ic2. 
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to aaiver h : die widied to see Ihb, and to termi- 
note her preieotititerfiiBpq we y jet sbmnk from 
the iitterrieir ; and incayable of deddii^ for her- 
i^K she at length sent to beg a few mooients' 
coorenatioD with the cooot m his library ; where 
i)ie delivered to him the note, and requested his 
adrice. After reading it, he said» that if she be- 
Uered herself well enough to support the interriew, 
his opinion was, that for the relief of both parties 
it ooght to take phyce that evening. His affin^tioa 
for you cannot be doubted, added the coont; and 
he appears 90 mueh distressed, and yoo, my amiable 
frieno, are so ill at ease — that the sooner the a£^ 
i0 decided, the better. 

Emily replied, therefore, to Valancourt, that she 
would see him ; and then exerted herself in endea- 
vours to attain fortitude and composure to bear her 
through the approaching scene— a scene so afflict- 
ingly the reverse of any to wl^cb she bad looked 
fpnvardi 



CHAPTER VI. 

In all the counsel that we two have shared, 

the hours that we have spent, 

When we have chid the hasty-footed Time 
For parting u o i Qh ! and is all forgot ? 

• •• f. ••••.. 

And will you rent our ancient love asunder? 

Midsummer Nioht*s Drkam. 

In the evening, when Emily was at length in- 
formed that Count de Villefort requested to see her, 
Mhe guessed that Valancourt was bdow; and endei^- 
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vouring to assume composure and to re-collect all 
ber spirits, she rose and left the apartment : but on 
reaching the door of the library, where she imagined 
him to be, her emotion returned with such energy, 
that, fearing to trust herself 'in the room, she re- 
turned into the hall, where she continued for a 
considerable time, unable to command her agitated 
spirits. 

When she could recall them, she found in the 
library Valancourt seated with the count, who 
both rose on her entrance ; but she did not dare 
to look at Valancourt ; and the count, having led 
her to a chairj immediately withdrew. 

Emily remained with her eyes fixed on the floor, 
under such oppression of heart that she could not 
speak, and with difficulty breathed ; while Valan- 
court threw himself into a chair beside her, and, 
sighing heavily, continued silent, when, had she 
raised her eyes, she would have perceived the violent 
emotion he suffered. 

At length, in a tremulous voice, he said, I have 
solicited to see you this evening, that I might, at 
least, be spared the further torture of suspense, 
which your altered manner had occa.«ioned me, and 
which the hints I have just received from the count 
have in part explained. I perceive I have enemies, 
Emily, who epvied me my late happiness, and who 
have been busy in searching out themeansto destroy 
it; I perceive, too, that time and absence have 
weakened the affection you once felt for me, and 
that you can now easily be taught to forget me. 

His last words faltered ; and Emily, less able to 
speak than before, continued silent. 

O what a meeting is this ! exclaimed Valancourt 
starting from his seat, and pacing the room with 
hurried steps ; what a meeting is this, after our 
Ipng-f-long separation ! Again he sat down, and, 

k3 
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ader the struggle of a moment, he added in a firm 
but despairing tone, This is too much — I cannot 
bear it ! Emily, will you not speak to me ? 

He covered his face with his hand, as if to con- 
ceal his emotion, and took Emily's, which she did 
not withdraw. Her tears could no longer be re- 
strained : and when he looked up, and pefceived 
that she was weeping, all his tenderness returned, 
and a gleam of hope appeared to cross his mind, for 
he exclaimed, O ! you do pity me, then, you do 

love me ! Yes, you are still my own Emily let 

me believe those tears that tell me so ! 

Emily now made an effort to recovei* her firmness^ 
and, hastily drying them, Yes, said she, I do pity 
you — I weep for you — but, ought 1 to think of yoa 
with affection? You may remember that yester- 
evening I said I had still sufficient confidence ia 
your candour to believe, that when I should request 
an explanation of your words you would give it. 
This explanation is now unnecessary, I understand 
them too well : but prove, at least, that your can- 
dour is deservin<^ of the confidence i give it, when 
1 ask you, whether you are conscious of being the 
^ame estimable Valancourt — whom I once loved. 

Once loved ! cried he — the same — the same ! He 
paused in extreme emotion, and then added, in a 
voice at once solemn and dejected, — No — I am not 
the same! — I am lost — ^lam no longer worthy of you! 

He again concealed his face. Emily was too 
much aftected by this honest confession to reply im- 
mediately ; and while she struggled to overcome 
the pleadings of her heart, and to act with the de- 
cisive firmness which was necessary for her future 
peace, she perceived all the danger of trusting long 
to her resolution in the presence of Valancourt, 
and was anxious to conclude an interview that tor- . 
tured them both: yet when she considered that 
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tills was probably their last meeting, her fortitude 
sunk at once, and she experienced only emotions o€ 
tenderness and of despondency. 

Valancourt, meanwhile, lost in those of remorse, 
and grief, which he had neither the power nor the 
will to express, sat Insensible almost of the presence 
of Emily, his features still concealed, and his breast 
agitated by convulsive sighs. 

Spare mc the necessity, said Emily, re-collecting 
her fortitude, spare me the necessity of mentioning 
those circumstances of your conduct which oblige 
me to break our connexion for ever. We must part; 
— I now see you for the last time. 

Impossible! cried Valancourt, roused from his 
deep silence ; You cannot mean what you say ! — ^you 
cannot mean to throw me from you for ever ! 

We must part, repeated Emily with emphasis*^ 
and that for ever! Your own conduct has made 
this necessary. 

This is the count's determination, said he haugh- 
tily, not yours, and I shall inquire by what authority 
he interferes between us. He now rose, and walked 
about the room in great emotion. 

Let me save you from this error, said Emily not 
less agitated — ^it is my determination, and, if yoa 
reflect a moment on your late conduct, you will p^r- 
ceive that my future peace requires it. 

Your future peace requires that we should part 
— part for ever! said Valancourt: How httle 
did I ever expect to hear you say so ! 

And how little did I expect that it would be 
necessary for me to say so ! rejoined Eraily^ while 
her voice softened into tenderness, and her tear^ 
flowed again. — That you— you, Valancourt, would 
ever fall from my esteem ! 

He was silent a moment, as if overwhelmed by 
(lie consciousness of no longer deserving this esteesQ^ 
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as well as the certainty of having lost it ; and then, 
with impassioned grief, lamented the criminality of 
his late conduct, and the misery to which it had re^ 
duced him, till, overcome by a recollection of the 
past and a conviction of the future, he burst into 
tears, and uttered only deep and broken sighs. 

The remorse he had expressed, and the distress 
be suffered, could not be witnessed by Emily with 
if)difference ; and had she not called to her recolr 
lection all the circumstances of which (^ount de 
Villefort had informed her, and all he had said of 
the danger of confiding in repentance formed under 
the influence of passion, she might perhaps have 
trusted to the assurances of her heart, and have for- 
gotten his misconduct in the tenderness which that 
repentance excited. 

Valancourt, returning to the chair beside her, at 
length said, in a subdued voice, 'Tis true, I am 
fallen — fallen from my own esteem! but could you, 
Emily, so soon, so suddenly resign, if you had not 
before ceased to love me, or, if your conduct was 
not governed by the designs, I will say the selfish 
designs, of another person? Would you not other- 
wise be willing to hope for my reformation — and 
could' you bear, by estranging me from you, to 
abandon me to misery — to myself! — Emily wept 
aloud. — No, Emily — no — you would not do this if 
you still loved mr. You would find your own hap*- 
piness in saving mine. 

There are too many probabilities against that 
hope, said Emily, to justify me in trusting the com- 
fort of my whole life to it. May I not also ask, 
whether you could wish me to do this if you really 
loved me? 

Really loved you ! exclaimed Valancourt — is it 
possible you can doubt my love? Yet it is reasoqabl^ 
that you should do so, since you see that I am less 
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ready to suffer the horror of parting with you, than 
that of involving you in roy ruin. Yes, Emily — I 
am Ruined — irreparably ruined— I am involved in 
debts which I can never discharge ! Valancourt's 
look, which was wild as he spoke this, soon settled 
into an expression of gloomy despair ; and Emily, 
while she was compelled to* admire his sincerity, 
saw, with unutterable an&;uish, new reasons for fear 
in the suddenness of his feelings, and the extent of 
the misery in which they might involve him. After 
some minutes, she seeuied to contend against her 
grief, and to struggle for fortitude to conclude the 
interview. I will not prolong these moments, said 
she, by a conversation which can answer no good 
purpose. ValancoUrt, farewell. 

You are not going ? said he wildly, interrupting 
her — You will not leave me thus — you will not aban- 
don me even before my mind has suggested any pos- 
sibility of compromise between the last indulgence 
of my despair and the endurance of my loss! Emily 
was terriHed by the sternness of his look, and said 
in a soothing voice. You have yourself acknowledg- 
ed that it is necessary we should part; — if you wish 
that I should believe you love me, you will repeat 
the acknowledgement. — Never, never, cried he— 
1 was distracted when J made it. O ! Emily — this 
is too much ;— though you are not deceived as to 
my faults, you must be deluded into this exaspera- 
tion against them. The count is the barrier between 
us ; bu| he shall not long remain so# 

You are indeed distracted, said Emily, the count 
is not your enemy ; on the contrary he is my friend,, 
and that might in some degree induce you to con- 
sider him as yours. — Your friend ! said Valancourt 
hastily : how long has he been your friend, that he 
can SQ easily make you forget your lover ? Was it 
be who recommended to your favour the Monsieur 
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Du Pont, who, you say, accompaniedyou from Ita- 
ly, and who, I say, has stolen your afrcctions ? But 
1 have no right to question you ; — you are your 
own mistress. Du Pont, perhaps, may not long tri- 
umph over my fallen fortunesl Emily, more fright- 
ened than before by the frantic looks of Valancourt, 
said in a tone scarcely audible, For Heaven's sake 
be reasonable — be composed ! Monsieur Du Pont 
is not your rival, nor is the count his advocate* 
You have no rival ; nor, except yourself, an enemy. 
My heart is wrung with anguish, which must in- 
crease while your frantic behaviour shows me more 
than ever, that you are no longer the Valancourt I 
have been accustomed to love. 

He made no reply, but sat with his arms rested 
on tha table, and his face concealed by his hands; 
while Emily stood, silent and trembling, wretched 
for herself, and dreading to leave him in this state 
of mind. 

O excess of misery ! he suddenly exclaimed, that 
I can never lament my sufferings, without accusing 
myself, nor remember you, without recollecting 
the folly and the vice by which I have lost you ! 
Why was I forced to Paris, and why did I yield to 
allurements, which were to make me despicable for 
ever ? O ! why cannot I look back, without inter- 
ruption, to those days of Innocence and peace, the 
days of our early love ?— The recollection seemed 
to melt his heart, and the phrensy of despair yield- 
ed to tears. After a long pause, turning towards 
her and taking her hand, he said, in a softened 
voice, Emily, can you bear that we should part — 
con you resolve to give up a heart that loves you 
like mine — a' heart which, though it has erred — 
widely erred — is not irretrievable from error, as, you 
well know, it never can be retrievable froni love ? 
£mily made no reply but with her tears. Can you. 
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continued he, can you forget all our former days 
of happiness and confidence — when I had not a 
thought that I might wish to conceal from you — 
when I had no taste — no pleasures, in which you 
did liot participate ? 

O do not lead me to the remembrance of those 
days, said Emily, unless you can teach me to be 
insensible to the present. I do not mean to reproach 
you ; if 1 did, I should be spared these tears ; but 
why will you reUder your present sufferings more 
conspicuous, by contrasting them with your former 
virtues ? 

Those virtues, said Valan court, might perhaps 
again be mine, if your affection, which nurtured 
them, was unchanged: but I fear, indeed — I see 
that you can no longer love ; else the happy hours 
which we have passed together would plead for 
me, and you could not look back upon them 
unmoved. Yet why should I torture myself with 
tlie remembrance — why do I linger here ? Am I 
not ruined — would it not be madness to involve 
you in my misfortunes, even if your h^art was still 
my own ? I will not distress you further. Yet, be- 
fore 1 gOf added he in a solemn voice, let me re« 
peat, tnat whatever may be my destiny — whatever 
1 may be doomed to suffer, I must always love you 
— most fondly love you I I am going, £mily, 1 am 
going to leave you — to leave you for ever ! As he 
spoke the last words, his voice trembled, and be 
threw himself again into the cliair from which he 
had risen. Emily was utterly unable to leave the 
room, or to say farewell. All impression of his cri« 
minal conduct and almost of his follies was oblite* 
rated from her mind, and she was sensible only of 
pity and grief. 

My fortitude is gone, said Valancourt at length $ 
I can DO longer even struggle to recall it. 1 cannoc 
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now leave you — I cannot bid you an eternal fare- 
well; say, at least, that you will see me once 
again. Emily's heart was somewhat relievecl bjr 
the request, and she endeavoured to believe that 
she ought not to refuse it. Yet she was embarrassr- 
ed by recollecting that she was a visitor in the 
house of the count, who could not be pleased by 
the return of Valancourt. Other considerations, 
however, soon overcame this ; and she granted his 
request, on the condition that he would neither 
think of the count as his enemy, nor Du Pont as 
his rival. He then left her, with a heart so much 
lightened by this short respite^ that he almost lost 
every former sense of misfortune. 

Emily withdrew to her own room, that she might 
compose her spirits and remove the traces of her 
tears, which would encourage the censorious re* 
marks of the countess and her favourite, as well as 
excite the curiosity of the rest of the family. She 
found it, however, impossible to tranquillize her 
mhid, fVom which she could not expel the remem- 
t)rance of the late scene with Valancourt, or t^le 
consciousness that she was to see him again on the 
morrow. This meeting now appeared more terrible 
to her than the last; for the ingenuous confession he 
had made of his ill conduct and his embarrassed cir- 
cumstances, with the strength and tenderness of 
affection which this confession discovered, had 
deeply .impressed her, and, in spite of all she had 
heard and believed to his disadvantage, her esteem 
^gan to return. It frequently appeared to her im- 
possible that he could have been guilty of the de^ 
praVities reported of him, which, if not inconsistent 
with his warmth and impetuosity, were entirely so 
with his candour and sensibility. Whatever was the 
criminality which had given rise to the reports, she 
cpuld not now believe them to be wholly truei nor 
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diat his heart was finally closed against the charms 
of virtue. The deep consciousness which he felt, 
as well as expressed, of his errors, seemed to justify 
the opinion ; and, as she understood not the insta- 
bility of youthful dispositions when opposed by habit, 
and that professions frequently deceive those who 
make, as well as those who hear them, she might 
have yielded to the flattering persuasions of her own 
heart and the pleadings of Valancourt, had she flot 
been guided by the superior prudence of the count. 
He represented to her in a clear light the danger 
of her present situation, that of listening to pro* 
raises of amendment made under the influence of 
strong passion, and the slight hope which could 
attach to a connexion, whose chance of happiness 
rested upon the retrieval of ruined circumstances 
and the reform of corrupted habits. On these ac- 
counts he lamented that Emily had consented to 
a second interview; for he saw how much it would 
shake her resolution, and increase the difficulty of 
her conquest. 

Her mind was now so entirely occupied by nearer 
interests, that she forgot the old housekeeper, and 
the promised history which so lately had excited her 
curiosity, but which Doroth^e was probably not 
very anxious to disclose; for night came, the hours 
passed, and she did not appear in Emily's chamber. 
With the latter it was a sleepless and dismal night : 
the more she suffered her memory to dwell on the 
late scene with Valancourt, the more her resolution 
declined ; and she was obliged to recollect all the 
arguments which the count had made use of to 
strengthen it, and all the precepts which she had 
received from her deceased father on the subject of 
self-command, to enable her to act with prudence 
and dignity «n this the most severe occasion of her 

VOJL. XLVIX. L 
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life. There were moments when all her fortitude 
forsookher; and when, remembering the confidence 
of former times, she thought it impossible that she 
could renounce Valancourt. His reformation then 
appeared certain ; the arguments of Count de Vil- 
lefort were forgotten ; she readily believed all she 
wished, and was willing to encounter any evil, ra- 
ther than that of an immediate separation. 

Thus passed the night in ineffectual struggles 
between affection and reason, and she rose in the 
morning with a mind weakened and irresolute, and 
a frame trembling with illness. 



CHAPTER VII. 

Come, weep with me ;^past hope, past cure, past help ! 

Romeo and Juliet. 

Valancourt, meanwhile, stafTered the tortures of 
remorse and despair. The sight of Emily had re- 
newed all the ardour with which he first loved her, 
and which had suffered a temporary abatement from 
absence and the passing scenes of busy life. When, 
on the receipt of her letter, he set out for Langue- 
doc, he then knew that his own folly had involved 
him in ruin, and it was no part of his design to 
conceal this from her. But he lamented only the 
delay which his ill conduct must give to their mar- 
riage, and did not foresee that the information 
could induce her to break their connexion for ever. 
While the prospect of this separation overwhelmed 
hismuid, before stung with self-reproach^ heawaited 
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their second interview in a state little short of dis- 
traction, yet was still inclined to hope that his 
pleadings might prevail upon her not to exact it. In 
the morning he sent to know at what hour she 
would see him ; and his note arrived when she was 
with the count, who had sought an opportunity of 
again conversing with her of Valancourt ; for he 
perceived the extreme distress of her mind, and 
feared more than ever that her fortitude would 
desert her. Emily having dismissed the messenger, 
the count returned to the subject of their late con- 
versation, urging his fear of Valancourt's entreaties, 
and again pointing out to her the lengthened misery 
that must ensue if she should refuse to encounter 
some present uneasiness. His repeated arguments 
could, indeed, alone have protected her from the 
affection she still felt for Valancourt, and she re- 
solved to be governed by them. 

The hour of interview at length arrived. Emily 
went to it at least with composure of manner ; but 
Valancourt was so much agitated, that he could not 
speak for several minutes, and his first words were 
alternately those of lamentation, entreaty, and self- 
reproach. Afterward he said, Emily, I have loved 
you — I do love you better than my life ; but I am 
ruined by my own conduct. Yet I would seek to 
entangle you in a connexion that must be miserable 
for you, rather than subject myself- to the punish- 
ment which is my due — the loss of you. I am a 
wretch, but I will be a villain no longer. I will not 
endeavour to shake your resolution by the pleadings 
of a selfish passion. I resign you, Emily, and will 
endeavour to find consolation in considering that, 
though I am miserable, you, at least, may be happy. 
The merit of the sacrifice is, indeed, not my own, 
for I should never have attained strength m mind 

l2 
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to surrender you, if youf prudence had not de* 
inanded it. 

He paused a 'moment, while Emily attempted to 
conceal the tears which came to her eyes. She would 
have said. You speak now as you were wont to do; 
but she checked herself. — Forgive me, Emily, said 
he, all the sufferings I have occasioned you, and 
sometimes, when you think of the wretched Valan- 
court, remember that his only consolation w^ould 
be to believe, that you are no longer unhappy by 
his folly. The tears now fell fast upon her cheek, 
and he was relapsing into the phrensy of despair, 
when Emily endeavoured to recall her fortitude, and 
to terminate an interview which only seemed to in- 
crease the distress of both. Perceiving her tears, 
and that she was rising to go, Valancourt struggled 
once more to overcome his own feelings and to 
soothe hers. The remembrance of this sorrow, 
said he, shall in future be my protection, O ! never 
again will example or temptation have power to 
(educe me to evil, exalted as I shall be by the re« 
collection of your grief for me. 

Emily was somewhat comforted by this assurance. 
We are now parting for ever, said she ; but, if my 
happiness is dear to you, you will always remember, 
that nothing can contribute to it more than to be- 
lieve that you have recovered your own esteem. 
Valancourt took her hand — his eyes were covered 
with tears, and the farewell he would have spoken 
was lost in sighs. After a few moments Emily 
said with difficulty and emotion, Farewell, Valan- 
court, may you be happy ! She repeated her Fare-p 
well, and attempted to withdraw her hand: but he 
still held it, and bathed it with hLs tears. Why pro- 
long these moments? Emily said in a voice scarcely 
audible ; they are too painful to us both. This i$ 
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too — ^too much ! exclaimed Valancourt, resigning 
her hand and throwing himself into a chair, where 
he covered his face with his hands, and was over- 
come for some moments hy convulsive sighs. After 
a long pause, during which Emily wept in silence, 
and Valancourt seemed struggling with his grief, 
she again rose to take leave of him. Then, endea- 
vouring to recover his composure,— -I am again af- 
flicting you, said he, but let the anguish I suffer 
plead for me. He then added in a solemn voice, 
which frequently trembled with the agitation of his 
heart. Farewell, Emily, you will always be the only 
object of my tenderness. Sometimes you will think 
of the unhappy Valancourt, and it will be with pity, 
though it may not be with esteem. O ! what is the 
whole world to me, without your esteem ! He 
checked himself — I am falling again into the error 
1 have just lamented : I must not intrude longer 
upon your patience, or I shall relapse into despair. 

He once more bade Emily adieu, pressed her 
hands to his lips, looked at her for the last time, 
and hurried out of the room. 

Emily remained in the chair where he had left 
her, oppressed with a pain at her heart which scarce-* 
ly permitted her to breathe, and listening to his de- 
parting steps sinking fainter and fainter as he cross- 
ed the hall. She was at length roused by the voice 
of the countess in the garden ; and her attention 
being then awakened, the first object which struck 
her sight was the vacant chair where Valancourt 
had sat. The tears which had been for some time 
repressed by the kind of astonishment that followed 
his departure, now came to her relief, and she was 
at length sufficiently composed to return to her own 
room. 



l3 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

/Tills is no raoi*tal business, nor no sound 
That the earth owes ! . . . . 

Shaksfeare. 

We now return to the mention of Montoni, whose 
rage and disappointment were soon lost in nearer 
interests than any which the unhappy Emily had 
awakened. His depredations having exceeded their 
usual limits, and reached an extent, at which nei- 
ther the timidity of the then commercial senate of 
Venice, nor their hope of his occasional assistance, 
would permit them to connive, — the same effort, it 
was resolved, should complete the suppression of his 
power and the correction of his outrages. While a 
corps of considerable strength was upon the point of 
receiving orders to march for Udolpho, a young of- 
ficer, prompted partly by resentment for some injury 
received from Montoni, and partly by the hope of 
distinction, solicited an interview with the minister 
who directed the enterprise. To him he represented 
that the situation of Udolpho rendered it too strong 
to be taken by open force, except after some te- 
dious operations ; that Montoni had lately shown 
how capable he, was of adding to its strength all the 
advantages which could be derived from the skill 
of a commander ; that so considerable a body of 
troops as that allotted to the expedition could not 
approach Udolpho without his knowledge; and that 
it was not for the honour of the republic to have a 
large part of its regular force employed, for such a 
time as the siege of Udolpho would require, upon 
the attack of a handful of banditti. The object of 
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the expedition, he thought, might be accomplished 
much more safely and speedily by mingling contriv- 
ance with force. It was possible to meet Montoni 
and his party without their walls, and to attack 
them then ; or, by approaching the fortress with 
the secrecy consistent with the march of smaller 
bodies of troops, to take advantage either of the 
treachery or negligence of some of his party, and 
to rush unexpectedly upon the whole, even in the 
castle of Udolpho. 

This advice was seriously attended to, and the of- 
ficer who gave it received the command of the troops 
demanded for his purpose. His first efforts were 
accordingly those of contrivance alone. In the 
neighbourhood of Udolpho he waited till he had 
secured the assistance of several of the condottierif 
of whom he found none that he addressed unwilling 
to punish their imperious master, and to secure 
their own pardon from the senate. He learned also 
the number of Montoni's troops, and that it had 
been much increased since his late successes. The 
conchision of his plan was soon effected. Having 
returned with his party, who received the watch- 
word and other assistance from their friends within, 
Montoni and his officers were surprised by one di- 
vision, who had been directed to their apartment, 
while the other maintained the slight combat which 
preceded the surrender of the whole garrison. — 
Among the persons seized with Montoni, was Orsi- 
no, the assassin, who had joined him on his first 
arrival at Udolpho, and whose concealment h^d 
been made known to the senate by Count Morano, 
after the unsuccessful attempt of the latter to carry 
off Emily. It was indeed partly for the purpose of 
capturing this man, by whom one of the senate had 
been murdered, that theexpedhionwas undertaken; 
and its sticccss was so acceptable to them, that Mo« 
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rano was indtantly released, notwithstanding tho 
political suspicions which Montoni, by his secret 
accusation, had excited against him. The celerity 
and ease with which this whole transaction was 
completed, prevented it from attracting curiosity, 
or even from obtaining a place in any of the pub- 
lished records of that time ; so that Emily, who re- 
mained in Languedoc, was ignorant of the defeat 
and signal humiliation of her late persecutor. 

Her mind was now occupied with sufferings which 
no effort of reason had yet been able to control. 
Count de Villefort, who sincerely attempted what- 
ever benevolence could suggest for softening them, 
sometimes allowed her the solitude she wished for, 
sometimes led her into friendly parties, and con- 
stantly protected her, as much as possible, from the 
shrewd inquiries and critical conversation of the 
countess. He oflen invited her to make excursions 
with him and his daughter, during which he con- 
versed entirely on questions suitable to her taste, 
without appearing to consult it, and thus endea- 
voured gradually to withdraw her from the subject 
of her grief, and to awake other interests in her 
mind. Emily, to whom he appeared as the enlighten- 
ed friend and protector of her youth, soon felt for 
him the tender affection of a daughter, and her heart 
expanded to her young friend Blanche as to a sister, 
whose kindness and simplicity compensated for the 
want of more brilliant qualities, it was long be- 
fore she could sufficiently abstract her mind from 
Valancourt to listen to the story promised by old 
Doroth^e, concerning which her curiosity had once 
been so deeply interested : but Doroth6e at length 
reminded her of it, and Emily desired that she would 
come that night to her chamber. 

Still her thoughts were employed by considera- 
tions which weakened her curiosity ; and Dorothee's 
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tap at the door, soon after twelve, surprised her 
almost as much as if it had not been appointed. I 
am come at last, lady, said she ; I wonder what it 
is that makes my old limbs shake s^o tornight ; I 
thought once or twice 1 should have dropped as I 
was a-coming. Emily seated her in a chair, and 
desired that she would compose her spirits before- 
*he entered upon the subject that had brought her 
thither. Alas! said Doroth6e, it is thinking of that, 
1 believe, which has disturbed me so. Jn my way 
hither, too, 1 passed the chamber where my dear 
Lady died, and everything was so still and gloomy 
about me, that I almost fancied 1 saw her as she ap- 
peared upon her death-bed. 

Emily now drew her chair near to Doroth6e, who 
went on. It is about twenty years since my lady 
marchioness came a bride to the chateau. O ! I 
well remember how she looked when she came into 
the great hall, where we servants were all assembled 
to welcome her, and how happy my lord the mar- 
quis seemed. Ah ! who would have thought then ? 
— But, as I was saying, Ma'amselle, 1 thought the 
marchioness, with all her sweet boks, did not look 
happy at heart ; and so I told my husband, and he 
said it was all fancy : so I said no more, but 1 made 
my remarks for all that. My lady marchioness was 
then about your age, and, as I have often thought, 
very like you. Well ! my lord the marquis kept 
open house for a long time, and gave such enter- 
tainments, and there were such gay doings, as have 
never been in the chateau since. I was younger, 
Ma'amselle, then, than I am now, and was as gay 
as the best of them. I remember 1 danced with 
Philip the butler, in a pink gown with yellow rib- 
bons, and a coif, not such as they wear now, bu^ 
plaited high with ribbons all about it. It wask very 
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becoming truly ; — my lord the marquis noticed me. 
Ah ! he was a good-natured gentleman then— who 
cwould have thought that he 

But the marchioness, Doroth^e, said Emily ; yoa 
iiras telling me of her. 

O yes, my lady marchioness ; — I thought she did 
not seem happy at heart ; and once, soon after the 
marriage, I caught her crying in her chamber ; but 
when she saw me she dried her eyes, and pretended 
to smile. I did not dare then to ask what was the 
matter ; but the next time I saw her crying, I did, 
and she seemed displeased — so I said no more. I 
found out, some time after, how it was. Her fa- 
ther, it seems, had commanded her to marry my 
lord the marquis for his money, and there was an- 
other nobleman, or else a chevalier, that she liked 
better, and that was very fond of her ; and she fret- 
ted for the loss of him, I fancy ; but she never told 
me so. My Lady always tried to conceal her tears 
from the marquis ; for I have often seen her, after 
she has been so sorrowful, look so calm and sweet 
when he came into the room ! But my Lord, all of a 
sudden, ^ew gloomy and fretful, and very unkind 
sometimes to my Lady. This afflicted her very much, 
as I saw, for she never complained; and she used to try 
so sweetly to oblige him, and to bringhim into a good 
humour, that my heart has often ached to see it. 
But he used to be stubborn, and give her harsh an- 
swers ; and then, when she found it ail in vain, she 
would go to her own room, and cry so 1 — ^I used to 
hear her in the ante-room, pour dear Lady ! but I 
seldom ventured to go to her. I used sometimes to 
think my Lord was jealous. To be sure, my Lady 
was greatly admired, but she was too good to de- 
serve suspicion. Among the many chevaliers that 
visited at the chateau, there was one that I always 
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tkought seemed just suited for my Lady ; he was sa 
courteous, yet so spirited ; and there was such a 
grace, as it were, in all he did or said. I always 
observed that whenever he had been there, the mar- 
quis was more gloomy and my Lady more thought- 
ful ; and it came into my head that this was' the che- 
valier she ought to have married, but I. never could 
learn for certain. 

What was the chevalier's name, Doroth^e ? said 
Emily. 

Why that I will not tell even to you, Ma'amselle, 
for- evil may come of it. I once heard from a per- 
son, who is since dead, that the marchioness was 
not in law the wife of the itiarquis, for that she 
had before been privately married to the gentleman 
she was so much attached to, and was afterwards 
afraid to owti it to her father, who was a very stern 
man; but this seems very unlikely, and I never 
gave much faith to it. As I was saying, the mar- 
quis was most out of humour, as I thought, when 
the chevalier I spoke of had been at the chateau, and 
at last his ill treatment of my Lady made her quite 
miserable. He would see hardly any visitors at the 
castle, and made her live almost by herself. I was 
her constant attendant, and saw all she suffered ; 
but still she never complained. 

After matters had gone on thus for near a year, 
my Lady was taken ill, and I thought her long fret- 
ting had m^de her so — but, alas ! 1 fear it was worse 
than that. 

Worse, Doroth6e! said Emily : can that be pos- 
sible? 

I fear it was so. Madam, there were strange ap- 
pearances! But I will only tell what happened. IViy 
lord the marquis — 

Hush, Doroth^e, what sounds were those? said 
Emily. 
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Doroth^c changed countenance ; and while they 
both listened, they heard on the stillness of the 
night, music of uncommon sweetness. 

I have surely heard that voice before I said Emily^ 
at length. 

I have often heard it, and at this same hour, said 
Doroth0e solemnly ; and if spirits ever bring mu- 
sic—that is surely the music of one! 

Emily, as the sounds drew nearer, knew them to 
be the same she had formerly heard at the time of 
her father's death ; and whether it was the remem- 
brance they now revived of that melancholy event, 
or that she was struck with superstitious awe, it is 
certain she was so much affected that she had nearly 
fainted. 

I think I once told you. Madam, said Dorothee, 
that I first heard this music soon after my Lady^s 
death : I well remember the night I — 

Hark ! it comes again I said Emily ; let us open 
the window, and listen. 

They did so ; but soon the sounds floated gradu- 
ally away into distance, and all was again still : 
they seemed to have sunk among the woods, whose 
tufted tops were visible upon the clear horizon, 
while every other feature of the scene was involved 
in tlie night shade, which, however, allowed the eye 
an' indistinct view of some objects in the garden be- 
low. 

As Emily leaned on the window, gazing with a 
kind of thrilling awe upon the obscurity beneath, 
and then upon the cloudless arch above, enlightened 
only by the stars, Dorothee, in a low voice, resumed 
her narrative. 

I was saying, Ma'amselle, that I well remember 
when first I heard that music. It was one night, 
soon afler ray Lady's death, that I had sat up later 
than usual ; and I don't know how it was, but I had 
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been thinking a great deal about ray poor mistress, 
and of the sad scene 1 had lately witnessed. The cha- 
teau was quite still, and I was in a chamber at a 
good distance from the rest of the servants, and this, 
with the mournful things 1 had been thinking of, I 
suppose, made me low-spirited, for 1 felt very lonely 
and forlorn, as it were, and listened often, wishing 
to hear a sound in the chateau ; for you know, 
Ma*amselle, when- one can hear people moving, one 
does not so much mind about one's fears, but all 
the servants were gone to bed, and 1 sat thinking 
and thinking, till 1 was almost afraid to look round 
the room, and my poor Lady's countenance often 
came to my mind, such as I had seen her when she 
was dying ; and once or twice I almost thought I 
saw her before me, — when suddenly I heard such 
sweet music ! it seemed just at my window, and I 
shall never forget what I felt. 1 had not power to 
move from my chain: but then, when I thought it 
was my dear Lady's voice,the tears came to my eyes. 
1 had often heard her sing in lier life-time, and to 
be sure she had a very fine voice ; it had made Kn3 
cry to hear her, many a time, when she has sat in 
l^er oriel of an evening, playing upon her lute sucli 
sad songs, and singing so — O ! it went to one's 
heart ! I have listened in the ante-chamber for the 
hour together; and she would sometimes sit playing, 
with the window open, when it was summer-time, 
till it was quite dark ; and when I have gone in to 
shut it, she has hardly seemed to know what hour 
it was. But, as I said^ Madam, continued Dorothee, 
when first I heard the music that came just now, I 
thought it was my late Lady's^ and 1 have often 
thought so again when I have heard it, as 1 have 
done at intervals ever since. Sometimes many 
months have gone by, but still it has returned. 

YOL. Xf VfJ. M 
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It is extraordinary, observed Emily, that no per- 
son has yet discovered the musician. 

Aye, Ma*amselle, if it had been anything earthly 
it would have been discovered long ago, but who 
could have courage to follow a spirit? and if they 
had, what good could it do ? — for spirits, i/ou knoWf 
Ma'am, can take any shape, or no shape ; and they 
will be here one minute, and the next, perhaps, in 
a quite different place ! 

Pray resume your story of the marchioness, said 
Emily, and acquaint me with the manner of her 
death. 

I will. Ma'am, said Doroth6e ; but shall we leave 
the window ? 

This cool air refreshes me, replied Emily ; and I 
love to hear it creep along the woods, and to look 
upon this dusky landscape. You was speakmg of 
my lord the marqui§, when the music interrupted 
us. 

Yes, Madam, my lord the marquis became more 
and more gloomy ; and my Lady grew worse and 
worse, till one night she was taken very ill indeed* 
I was called up, and when I came to her bed-side I 
was shocked to see her countenance-r-it was so 
changed ! She looked piteously up at me, and de- 
sired I would call the marquis again, for he was not 
yet come, and tell him she had something particular 
to say to him. At last he came ; and he did, to be 
sure, seem very sorry to see her, but he said very lit- 
tle. My Lady told him she felt herself to be dying, 
and wished to speak with him alone ; and then I 
left the room, but I shall never forget his look as I 
went. 

When I returned, I ventured to remind my Lord 
about sending for a doctor, for I supposed he had 
forgot to do so in his grief; but my Lady said it was 
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tlien too late : but my Lord, so far from thinking 
80, seemed to think lightly of her disorder — till she 
was seized with such terrible pains ! O, I never shall 
forget her shriek ! My Lord then sent off a man and 
horse for a doctor, and walked about the room and 
all over the chateau in the greatest distress ; and I 
staid by my dear Lady, and did what I could to ease 
her sufferings. She had intervals of ease, and in 
one of these she sent for my lord again ; when he 
came I was going, but she desired I would not leave 
her. O ! 1 shall never forget what a scene passed — 
I can hardly bear to think of it now ! My Lord was 
almost distracted, for my Lady behaved with so much 
goodness, and took such pains to comfort him, that 
if he ever had suffered a suspicion to enter his head> 
he must now have been convinced he was wrong. 
And to be sure he did seem to be overwhelmed with 
the thought of his treatment of her, and this affect- 
ed her so much that she fainted away. 

We then got my Lor3 out of the room ; he went 
into his library, and threw himself on the floor, 
and there he staid, and would hear no reason that 
was talked to him. When my Lady recovered, she 
inquired for him; but afterwards said she could not 
bear to see his grief, and desired we would let her 
die quietly. She died in my arms, Ma'amselle, and 
she went off as peacefully as a child, for all the vio* 
lence of her disorder was passed. 

Doroth^e paused and wept, and Emily wept with 
her. ; for she was much affected by the goodness of 
the late marchioness, and by the meek patience with 
which she had suffered. 

When the doctor came, resumed Doroth6e — ^alasl 
he came too late — he appeared greatly shocked to 
see her, for soon after her death a frightful black- 
ness spread all over her face. When he had sent the 
attendants out of the room, he asked me several 
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odd questions about the marchioness, particularly 
concerning the manner in which she had been seized; 
and he often shook his head at my answers, and 
seemed to mean more than he chose to say. But I 
understood him too well. However, 1 kept my re- 
marks to myself, and only told the?n to my husband, 
who bade me hold my tongue. Some of* the other 
servants^ however, suspected what 1 did, and strange 
reports were whispered about the neighbourhood, but 
no body dared to make any stir about them. When 
my Lord heard that my Lady was dead, he shut 
himself up, and would see nobody but the doctor, 
who used to be with him alone sometimes for an 
hour together ; and after that the doctor never 
talked with me again about my Lady. When she 
was buried in the church of the convent, at a little 
distance yonder (if the moon was up you might see 
the towers here, Ma'amselle), all my Lord's vassals 
followed the funeral, and there was not a dry eye 
among them, for she had done a deal of good among 
the poor. My lord the marquis, I never saw any 
body so melancholy as he was afterwards, and some* 
times he would be in such fits of violence, that we 
almost thought he had lost his senses. He did not 
stay long at the chateau, but joined his regiment ; 
and soon after, all the servants, except my husband 
and I, received notice to go, for my Lord went to 
the wars. I never saw him after; for he would not 
return to the chateau, though it is such a fine place; 
and never finished those fine rooms he was building 
on the west hide of it; and it has, in a manner, been 
shut up ever since, till my lord the count came 
here. 

The death of the marchioness appears extraor- 
dinary, said Emily, who was anxious to know ipore 
than she dared to speak. 

Yes, M-adani, replied Doroth6e, it was extraor<* 
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dinary : I have told you all I saw, and you may 
easily guess what I think. I cannot say more, be- 
cause I would not spread reports that might ofi^nd 
my lord the count. 

You are very right, said Emily ; — where did the 
marquis die ? — In the north of France, I believe, 
Ma*amselle, replied Dorothea. I was very glad 
when I heard my lord the count was coming, for 
this had been a sad desolate place these many years, 
and we heard such strange noises sometimes after 
my Lady's death, that, as I told you before, my hus- 
band and I left it for a neighbouring cottage. And 
now, lady, I have told you all this sad history, and 
all my thoughts, and you have promised, you know, 
never to give the least hint about it. — I have, said 
Emily; and I will be faithful to my promise, Do- 
roth6e ; — ^what you have told has interested me more 
than you can imagine. I only wish I could prevail 
upon you to tell the name of the chevalier whom 
you thought so deserving of the marchioness. 

Dorothee, however, steadily refused to do this, 
And then returned to the notice of Emily's likeness 
to the late marchioness. There is another picture 
of her, added she, hanging in a room of the suite 
which was shut up. It was drawn, as I have heard, 
before she was married, and is much more like you 
than the miniature. When Emily expressed a strong 
desire to see this, Dorothee replied, that she did 
not wish to open those rooms ; but Emily reminded 
her, that the count had talked the other day of or- 
dering them to be opened, of which Dorothee seem- 
ed to consider much : and then she owned that she 
should feel les8« if she went into them with Emily 
6rst, than otherwise ; and at length promised to 
(ihow the picture. 

The night was too far advanced, and Emily wa^ 
too much aftected by the narrative of the scenes 
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which had passed in those apartments, to <^esire to 
visit them at this hour ; but she requested that Do- 
rothee would return on the following night, when 
they were not likely to be observed, and conduct 
her thither. Besides her wish to examine the por- 
trait, she felt a thrilling curiosity to see thre cham- 
ber in which the marchioness had died, and which 
Dorothee had said remained, with the bed and fur- 
niture, just as when the corpse was removed for 
interment. The solemn emotions which the expec- 
tation of viewing such a scene had awakened, were 
in unison with the present tone of her mind, de- 
pressed by severe disappointment. Cheerful objects 
rather added to, than removed this depression ; but 
perhaps she yielded too much to her melancholy in- 
clination, and imprudently lamented the misfortune, 
which no virtue of her own could have taught her 
to avoid, though no effort of reason could make her 
look unmoved upon the self-degradation of him 
whom she had once esteemed and loved. 

Doroth6e promised to return on the following 
night with the keys of the chambers ; and then 
wished Emily good repose, and departed. Emily, 
however, continued at the window, musing upon 
the melancholy fate of the marchioness, and listen- 
ing, in awful expectation, for a return of the mu- 
sic. But the stillness of the night remained long 
unbroken, except by the murmuring sounds of the 
woods, as they waved in the breeze, and then by 
the distant bell of the convent, striking one. She 
now withdrew from the window ; and as she sat at 
her bed-side, indulging melancholy reveries, which 
the loneliness of the hour assisted, the stillness was 
suddenly interrupted, not by music, but by very un- 
common sounds, that seemed to come either from 
the room adjoining her own, or from one below. 
The terrible catastrophe that had been related to her. 
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together ivith the mysterious circumstances said to 
have since occurred in the chateau, had so much 
shocked her spirits, that she now sunk for a mo- 
ment under the weakness of superstition. The 
sounds, however, did not return ; and she retired, 
to forget in sleep tlie disastrous story she had heard. 



CHAPTER IX. 



Now is the jime of night, 

That, the graves all gaping wide, * 

Every one lets forth his spright, 

Jn the church-way path to glide. 

Shakspeark. 



On the next night, about the same hour as before^ 
Doroth6e came to Emily's chamber with the keys of 
that suite of rooms which had been .particularly ap- 
propriated to the late marchioness. These extended 
along the north side of the chateau, forming part 
of the old building ; and as Emily's room was in 
the south, they had to pass over a great extent of 
the castle, and by the chambers of several of the fa- 
mily, whose observations Doroth^e was anxious to 
avoid, since it might excite iiiquiry and raise re- 
ports, such as would displease the count. She 
therefore requested that Emily would wait half an 
hour before they ventured forth, that they might 
be certain all the servants were gone to bed. It Was 
nearly one before the chateau was perfectly fitill, or 
Doroth6e thought it prudent to leave the chamber. 
In this interval, her spirits seemed to be greatly af- 
fected by the remembrance of past events, and by 
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the prospect of entering again upon places where 
these had occurred, and in which she had not been 
for so many years. Emily too was affected ; but her 
feelings had more of solemnity* and less of fear. 
From the silence into which reflection and expeo 
tation had thrown them, they at length roused 
themselves, and left the chamber. Doroth^e at 
first carried the lamp, but her hand trembled so 
much with infirmity and alarm, that Emily took it 
from her, and offered her arm to support her feeble 
steps. 

They had to descend the great staircase, and, 
afler passing over a wide extent of the chateau, to 
ascend another, which led to the suite of rooms they 
were in quest of. They stepped cautiously along the 
open corridor that ran round the great hall, and 
into which the chambers of the count, countess, 
and the Lady Blanche, opened ; and from thence, 
descending the chief staircase, they crossed the hall 
itself. Proceeding through the servants' hall, where 
the dying embers of a wood fire still glimmered on 
the hearth, and the supper table was surrounded by 
chairs that obstructed their passage, they came to 
the foot of the back staircase. Old Doroth^e here 
paused, and looked around : Let us listen, said she^ 
if any thing is stirring ; Ma'amselie^ do you hear 
any voice ? None, said Emily, there certainly is no 
person up in the chateau, besides ourselves.^— No« 
Ma'amsdle, said Dofoth^e, but I have never been 
here at this hour before, and, afler what I know» 
my fears are not wonderful. — What do you know? 
said Emily. — O Ma'amselle, we have no time for 
talking now ; let us go on. That door on tlie left 
is the one we must open. 

They proceeded ; and having reached the top of 
the staircase, Doroth6e applied the key to the lock. 
Ah, said she, as she endeavour^ to turn it, so many 
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years have passed since this was opened, that I fear 
it will not move. Emily was more successful, and 
they presently entered a spacious and ancient cham- 
ber. 

Alas ! exclaimed Doroth^e, as she entered, the 
last time 1 passed through this door — I followed my 
poor Lady s cor pse ? 

Emily, struck by the circumstance, and affected 
by the dusky and solemn air of the apartment, re- 
mained silent ; and they passed on through a long 
suite of rooms, till they came to one more spacious 
than the rest, and rich in tlie remains of faded mag- 
nificence. 

Let us rest here awhile, Madam, said Dorothea 
faintly, we are going into the chamber where my 
Lady died! that door opens into it. Ah, Ma'am- 
selle 1 why did you persuade me to come? 

Emily drew one of the massy arm-chairs with 
which the apartment was furnished, and begged 
Doroth^c would sit down, and try to compose her 
spirits. 

How the sight of this place brings all that passed 
formerly to my mind I said Dorothee ; it seems aa 
if it was but yesterday since all that sad affair hap- 
pened ! 

Hark I what noise is that ? said Emily. 

Dorothee, half starting from her cnair, lookecl 

round the apartment, and they listened but, 

every thing remaining stilly the old woman spoke 
again upon the subject of her sorrow : This sa- 
loon, Ma'amselle, was in my Lady's time the finest 
apartment in the chateau, and it was fitted up ac<* 
cording to her own taste. All this grand furniture, — 
but you can now hardly see what it is for the dust, 
and our light is none of the best — ah ! how I have 
seen this room lighted up in my Lady's time! all this 
fcrand furniture came from Paris, and was mad^ 
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after the fashion of some in the Louvre there, ex- 
cept those large glasses, and they came from some 
outlandish place, and that rich tapestry. How the 
colours are faded already ! — since 1 saw^ it last ! 

I understood that was twenty years ago, observed 
Emily. 

Thereabout, Madam, said Doroth6e, and well re- 
membered ; but all the time between then and now 
seems as nothing. That tapestry used to be greatly 
admired at : it tells the stories out of some famous 
book or other, but I have forgot the name. 

Emily now rose to examine the figures it exhibit<« 
ed, and discovered, by verses in the Provencal 
tongue, wrought underneath each scene, that it ex- 
hibited stories from some of the most celebrated 
ancient romances. 

Dorothee's spirits being now more composed, she 
rose, and unlocked the door that led into the late 
marchioness's apartment, and Emily passed into a 
lofty chamber hung round with darlc arras, and so 
spacious, that the lamp she held up did not show its 
extent; while Doroth^e, when she entered, had 
dropped into a chair, where sighing deeply, she 
scarcely trusted herself with the view of a scene so 
affecting to her. It was some time before Emily 
perceived through the dusk the bed on which the 
marchioness was said to have died ; when, advancing 
to the upper end of the room, she discovered the 
high canopied tester of dark green damask, with the 
curtains descending to the floor in the fashion of a 
tent, half drawn, and remaining apparently as they 
had been left twenty years before ; and over the 
whole bedding was thrown a counterpane, or pall» 
of black velvet, that hung down to the floor. Emily 
shuddered as she held the lamp over it, and looked 
within the dark curtains, where she almost expected 
to have seen a human face ; and, suddenly remenw 
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bering Uie horror she had sufiered upon discovering 
the dying Madame Montoni in the turret chamber 
of Udolpho, her spirits fainted; and she was turn- 
ing from the bed, when Dorothee, who had now 
Reached it, exclaimed, Holy Virgin ! methinks I see 
my Lady stretched upon that pall — as when last 1 
saw her ! 

Emily, shocked by this exclamation, looked in- 
YoluDtarily again within the curtains, but the black- 
ness of the. pall only appeared ; while Doroth^e was 
compelled co support herself upon the side of the 
bed> and presently tears brought her some relief. 

Ah ! said she, after she had wept awhile, it was 
here I sat on that terrible night, and held my Lady's 
hand, and heard her last words, and saw all her 
sufferings — here she died in my arms ! 

Do not indulge these painful recollections, said 
Emily ; let ws go. Show me the picture you men-^ 
ticKied, if it will not too much afiect you. 

It hangs in the oriel, said Doroth6e rising and 
going towards a small door near the bed's head, 
which she opened; and Emily followed with the light 
into the closet of the late marchioness. 

Alas ! there she is, Ma'amselle, said Dorothee, 
pointing to a portrait of a lady, there is her very 
self! just as she looked when she came first to the 
chateau. You see, Madam, she was all-btooming 
like you, then — and so soon to be cut off! 

"While Dorothee spoke, Emily was attentively ex- 
amining the picture, which bore a strong resem- 
blance to the miniature, though the expression of 
the countenance in each was somewhat different ; 
but still she thought she perceived something of 
that pensive melancholy in the portrait, which ^o 
strongly characterized the nainlature. 

Pray, Ma'amselle, stand beside the picture, that 
I may look at you together, said Dorothee ; who. 
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when the request v^as complied with, exclaimed 
again at the resemblance. Emily olso; as she gazed 
upon it, thought that she had somewhere seen a per- 
gon very like it, though she could not now recollect 
who this was. 

In this closet were many memorials of the de* 
parted marchioness ; a robe and several articles of 
her dress were scattered upon the chairs, as if they 
had just been thrown off. On the floor were a pair 
of black satin slippers ; and on the dressing-table 
a pair of gloves, and a long black veil, which, as 
Emily took it up to examine, she perceived was 
dropping to pieces with age. 

Ahl said Doroth6e, observing tha veil, my Lady's 
hand laid it there; it has never been moved since ! 

Emily, shuddering, immediately laid it down again. 
I well remevviber seeing her take it off, continued 
Doroth6e ; it was on the night before her death,^ 
when she had returned from a little walk I had per- 
suaded her to take in the gardens, and she seemed 
refreshed by it. I told her how much better she 
looked, and I remember what a languid smile she 
gave me ; but, alas I she little thought, or 1 either, 
that she was to die that night. 

Doroth6e wept again, and then, taking up the 
veil, threw it suddenly over Emily, who shuddered 
to find it wrapped round her, descending even to her 
feet > and as she endeavoured to throw it off, Do- 
roth6e entreated that she would keep it on for one 
moment. I thought, added she, how like you would 
look to ray dear mistress, in that veil ; — may your 
life, Ma'amselle, be a happier one than hers ! 

Emily, having disengaged herself from the veil, 
laid it again on thb dressing-table, and surveyed the 
closet, where every object on which her eye fixed 
seemed to speak of the marchioness. In a large 
oriel window of painted glass stood a table with a 
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silver crucifix, and a prayer-book open ; and Emily 
remembered with emotion what Doroth6e had men« 
tioned concerning her custom of playing on her lute 
in this window, before she observed the lute itself 
lying on a corner of the table, as if it had been 
carelessly placed there by the hand that had so often 
awakened it. 

This is a sad forlorn place! said Dorothee; for 
when my dear Lady died, 1 had no heart to put it to 
rights, or the chamber either ; and my Lord never 
caoae into the rooms after ; so they remain just as 
they did when my Lady was removed for interment. 

While Dorothee spoke, Emily was still looking on 
the lute, which was a Spanish one, and remarkably 
large ; and then, with a hesitating hand, she took 
it up, and passed her fingers over the chords. They 
were out of tune, but uttered a deep and full sound. 
Doroth6e started at their well known tones, and 
seeing the lute in Emily's hand, said, This is the 
lute my lady marchioness loved so! I remember 
when last she played upon it — it was on the night 
that she died. I came as usual to undress her ; and 
as I entered the bed-chamber, 1 heard the sound of 
music from the oriel, and perceiving it was my 
Lady's, who was sitting there, I stepped soflly to the 
door, which stood a little open, to listen ; for the 
music— though it was mournful — was so sweet! 
There I saw her, with the lute in her hand, look*' 
ing upwards ; and the tears fell upon her cheeks, 
while she sung a vesper hymn, so soft, and so so- 
lemn ! and her voice trembled, as it were; and then 
she would stop for a moment, and wipe away her 
tears, and go on again, lower than before. O ! I 
had oflen listened to my Lady, but never heard any 
thing so sweet as this ; it made me cry almost to 
hear it. She had been atprayers, I fancy,. for there 
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was the book open on the table beside her^-aye, and 
there it lies open still 1 Pray, let us leave the oriel, 
Ma'amselle, added Dorothie, this is a heart-break- 
ing place. 

Having returned into the chamber, she desired to 
look once more upon the bed; when, as they came 
opposite to the open door leading into the saloon, 
Emily, in the partial gleam which the lamp threw 
into it, thought she saw something glide along into 
the obscurer part of the room. Her spirits had been 
much affected by the surrounding scene, or it is 
probable this circumstance, whether real or ima* 
ginary, would not have affected her in the degree it 
did ; but she endeavoured to conceal her emotion 
from Doroth^e, who, however, observing her coun- 
tenance change, inquired if she was ill. 

Let us go, said Emily faintly ; the air of these 
rooms is unwholesome : but when she attempted to 
do so, considering that she must pass through the 
apartment where the phantom of her terror had ap- 
peared, this terror increased ; and, too faint to sup- 
port herself, she sat down on the side of the bed. 

Doroth^e, believing that she was only affected by 
a consideration of the melancholy catastrophe whicn 
had happened on this spot, endeavoured to cheer 
her ; and then, as they sat together on the bed, she 
began to relate other particulars concerning it, and 
this without reflecting that it might increase Emily's 
emotion, but because they were particularly inter- 
esting to herself. A little before my Lady's death, 
said she, when the pains were gone off, she called 
tne to her ; and stretching out her hand to me, I 
sat down just there — where the curtain falls upon 
the bed. How well I remember her look at the 
time — death was in it ! — I can almost fancy I see 
her now. — There she lay, Ma'amselle — ^her fisice was 
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upon the pillow there ! This blatik counterpane was 
not upon the bed then ; it was laid on after her 
death, and she was laid out upon it. 

Emily turned to look within the dusky curtains^ 
as if she could have seen the countenance of which 
Doroth^e spoke. The edge of the white pillow only 
appeared above the blackness of the pall ; but, as 
her eyes wandered over the pall itself, she fancied 
she saw it move. Without speaking, she caught 
Doroth6e*s arm, who, surprised by the action, and 
by the look of terror that accompanied it, turned 
her eyes^om Emily to the bed, where, in the next 
moment, she too saw the pall slowly lifted and fall 
again. 

Emily attempted to go, but Doroth6e stood fixed 
and gazing upon the bed ; and at length said — It 
18 only the wind that waves it, Ma'amselle ! we have 
left all the doors open ; see how the air waves the 
lamp, too — it is only the wind. 

She had scarcely uttered these words, when the 
pall was more violently agitated than before ; but 
Emily, somewhat aslianied of her terrors, stepped 
back to the bed, willing to be convinced that the 
wind only had occasioned her alarm ; when, as she 
gazed within the curtains, the pall moved again, 
and in the next moment the apparition of a hu^ 
man countenance rose above it. 

■ 

Sci'eaming with terror, they both fled, and got 
out of the chamber as fast as their trembling limbs 
would bear them, leaving open the doors of all the 
rooms through which they passed. When they 
reached the staircase, Doroth^e threw open a cham- 
ber-door, where some of the female servants slept, 
and sunk breathless on the bed ; while Emily, de- 
prived of all presence of mind, made only a feeble 
attempt to conceal the occasion of her terror from 
the astonished servants: and though Doroth^e, 
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when she could speak, endeavoured to laugh at her 
own fright, and was joined by Emily, no remon- 
strances could prevail with the servants, who had 
quickly taken the alarm, to pass seven the remain- 
der of the night in a room near to these terrific 
chambers. 

Doroth^e having accompanied Emily to her own 
apartment, they then began to talk over, with some 
degree of coolness, the strange circumstance that 
liad just^ occurred ; and Emily would almost have 
doubted her own perceptions, had not those of Do- 
roth^e attested their truth. Having now mentioned 
what she had observed in the outer chamber, she 
asked the housekeeper whether she was certain no 
door had been left unfastened, by which a person 
might secretly have entered the apartments ? Doro- 
th6e replied that she had constantly kept the keys 
of the several doors in her own possession ; that, 
when she had gone her rounds through the castle, 
as she frequenUy did, to examine if all was safe, she 
had tried these doors among the rest, and had always 
found them fastened. It was therefore impossi- 
ble, she added, that any person could have got ad- 
mittance into the apartments ; and if they could 
— ^it was very improbable they should have chosea 
to sleep in a place so cold and forlorn. 

Emily observed, that their visit to tliese chambers 
had perhaps been watched, and that some person, 
for a frolic, had followed them into the rooms with 
a design to frighten them ; and, while they were in 
the oriel, had taken th^ opportunity of concealing 
himself in the bed. 

Doroth6e allowed that this was possible, till she 
recollected that, on entering the apartments, she 
had turned the key of the outer door; and this, 
lyhich had been done to prevent their visit being no- 
lijiced by any of the family who might happen to be 
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up, must effectually have excluded every person^ 
except themselves, from the chambers ; and she 
now persisted in affirming that the ghastly coun- 
tenance she had seen was nothing human, but some 
dreadful apparition. 

Emily was very solemnly affected. Of whatever 
nature might be the appearance she had witnessed^ 
whether human or supernatural, the fate of the de- 
ceased marchioness was a truth not to be doubted ;* 
and this unaccountable circumstance, occurring in 
the very scene of her sufferings, affected Emily's 
imagination with a superstitious awe, to which^ 
after having detected the fallacies of Udolpho, she 
might not have yielded, had she been ignorant of 
the unhappy story related by the housekeeper. Her 
she now solemnly conjured to conceal the occur- 
rence of this night, and to make light of the terror 
she had already betrayed, that the count might not be 
distressed 6y reports, which would certainly spread 
alarm and confusion among his family. Time, she 
added, may explain this mysterious affair ; mean- 
while, let us watch the event in silence. 

Dorothee readily acquiesced : but she now recol- 
lected that she had left all the doors of the north 
suite of rooms open ; and, not having courage to re- 
turn alone to lock even the outer one, Emily, after 
some effort, so far conquered her own fears, that 
she offered to accompany her to the foot of the 
back staircase, and to wait there while Doroth6e as« 
cended ; whose resolution being re-assured by this 
circumstance, she consented to go; and they left 
Emily's apartment together. 

No sound disturbed the stillness as they passed 
along the halls and galleries ; but on reaching the 
foot of the back staircase, Doroth^e's resolution 
failed again. Having, however, paused a moment 
to listen, and no sound being heard above, she as- 
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cended, leaving Emily below; and scarcely suffer* 
ing her eye to glance within the first chamber, she 
fastened the door which shut up the whole suite of 
apartments, and returned to Emily. 

As they stepped along the passage leading into 
the great hall, a sound of lamentation was heard, 
which seemed to come from the hall itself, and they 
stopped in new alarm to listen; when Emily pre- 
sently distinguished the voice of Annette, whom she 
found crossing the hall, with another female servant, 
and so terrified by the report which the other maids 
had spread, that, believing she could be safe only 
where her lady was, she was going for refuge to her 
apartment. Emily *s endeavours to laugh, or to ar • 
gue her out of these terrors, were equally vain ; 
and, in compassion to her distress, she consented 
that she should remain in her room during the 
pight. 



CHAPTER X. 



Hail, mildly-pleasing Solitude ! 
Companion of the wise and good ! 

Thine is the balmy breath of mom. 
Just as the dew-bent rose is bom. 

But chief when evening scenes decay. 
And the faint landscape swims away, 
lliine is the doubtiiil soft decline, 
Amd that best hour of musing thine. 

Thomson. 

Emily's injunctions to Annette to be silent on the 
Bubject of her terror were ineffectual; and the oc- 
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currence of the preceding night spread such alarm 
among the servants, who now all affirmed that they 
had frequently heard unaccountable noises in the 
chateau, that a report soon reached the count, of 
the north side of the castle being haunted. He 
treated this, at first, with ridicule ; but perceiving 
that it was productive of serious evil, in the confii- 
sion it occasioned among his household, he forbade 
any person to repeat it, on pain of punishment. 

The arrival of a party of his friends soon with- 
drew his thoughts entirely from this subject ; and 
his servants had now little leisure to brood over it, 
except indeed in the evenings afler supper, when 
they all assembled in their hall, and related stories 
of ghosts till they feared to look round the room ; 
started if the echo of a closing door murmured along 
the passage, and refused to go singly to any part of 
the castle. 

On these occasions Annette made a distinguished 
figure. When she told not only of all the wonders 
she had witnessed, but of all that she had imagined, 
in the castle of Udolpho, with the story of the 
strange disappearance of Signora Laurentini, she 
made no trifling impression on the mind of her at- 
tentive auditors. Her suspicions concerning Mon- 
toni, she would also have freely disclosed, had not 
Ludovico, who was now in the service of the count, 
prudently checked her loquacity, whenever it point- 
ed to that subject. 

Among the visitors at the chateau was the Ba- 
ron de Saint Foix, an old friend of the count, and his 
son the Chevalier St. Foix, a sensible and amiable 
young man ; who, having in the preceding year seen 
the Lady Blanche at Paris, had become her declared % 
admirer. The friendship which the count had long 
entertained for his father, and the equality of their 
circumstances, made liim secretly approve of the 
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connexion ; but thinking his daughter at this time 
too young to fix her choice for lite, and wishing to 
prove the sincerity and strength of the chevalier's 
attachment, he then rejected his suit, though with- 
out forbidding his future hope. This young man 
now came, with the baron his father, to claim the 
reward of a steady affection, a claim which the count 
admitted, and which Blanche did not reject. 

While these visitors were at the chateau, it be- 
came a scene of gaiety and splendour. The paviHon 
in the woods was fitted up, and frequented in the 
fine evenings as a supper-room, when the hour 
usually concluded with a concert, at which the count 
and countess, who were scientific performers, and 
the chevaliers Henri and St. Foix, with the Lady 
Blanche and Emily, whose voices and fine taste 
compensated for the want of more skilful execution, 
usually assisted. Several of the count's servants 
performed on horns and other instruments, some 
of which, placed at a little distance among the 
woods, spoke in sweet response to the harmony that 
proceeded from the pavilion. 

At any other period these parties would have been 
delightful to Emily ; but her spirits were now op- 
pressed with a melancholy which she perceived that 
no kind of what is called amusement had power to 
dissipate, and which the tender and frequently pa- 
thetic melody of these concerts sometimes increas- 
ed to a very painful degree. 

She was particularly fond of walking in the woods 
that hung on a promontory overlooking the sea. 
Their luxuriant shade was soothing to her pensive 
mind; and in the partial views which they afforded 
' of the Mediterranean, with its winding shores and 
passing sails, tranquil beauty was united with gran- 
deur. The paths were rude, and frequently over- 
grown with vegetation ; but their tasteful owner 
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would suffer little to be ddne to them, and scarcely a 
single branch to be lopped from- the venerable trees. 
On an eminence, in one of the most sequestered parts 
of tbese wOods, was a rustic seat formed of the trunk 
of a decayed oak, which had once been a noble tree, 
and of which many lofty branches still flourishing 
united with beech and pines to over-cano[)y the spot. 
Beneath their deep umbrage, the eye passed over the 
tops of oilier woods to the Mediterranean ; and 
to the left, througli an opening, was seen a ruined 
watch-tower, standing on a point of rock near the 
sea, and rising from among the tufted foliage. 

Hither Emily often came alone in the silence of 
evening ; and soothed by the scenery and by the 
faint murmur that rose n-om the waves, would sit 
till darkness obliged her to return to the chateau. 
Frequently, also, she visited the watch-tower, which 
commanded the entire prospect; and when she lean- 
ed against its broken walls and thought of Valan- 
court, she not once imagined, what was so true» 
that this tower had been almost as frequently his re- 
sort as her own, since his estrangement from the 
neighbouring chateau. 

One evening she lingered here to a late hour. 
She had sat on the steps of the building, watching 
in tranquil melancholy the gradual effect of even- 
ing over the extensive prospect, .till the gray waters 
of the Mediterranean and the massy woods were al- 
most the only features of the scene that remained 
visible ; when, as she gazed alternately on these^ 
and on the mild blue of the heavens, where the flrst 
pale star of evening appeared, she personified the 
hour in the following lines : — 
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SONG OF THE EVENING HOUR. 

Laist of the Hours that track the fading Day» 
I inove along the realms of twUight air, 
AtfB hear, remote, the choral song decay 
Of sister-nymphs, who dance around his car* 

Then, as I follow through the azure void. 
His partial splendour from my straining eye 
Sinks in the depth of space; my only guide 
His faint ray dawning on the furthest 'sky ; 

Save that sweet lingering strain of gayer HourSji 
Whose close ray voice prolongs in dying notes, 
While mortals on the green earth own its powers. 
As downward on the evening gale it floats. 

When fades along the west the sun's last beam. 
As weary to the nether world he goes. 
And mountain-summits catch the purple gleam* 
And slumbering ocean faint and fainter glows; 

Silent upon the globe's broad shade I steal. 
And o'er its dry tiu^shed the cooling dews. 
And every fever'd herb and floweret heal. 
And all their fragrance on the air diffuse. 

Where'er I move, a tranquil pleasure reigns ; 
O'er all the scene the dusky tints I send, 
Tliat forests wild and mountains, stretching plains. 
And peopled towns, in soft confusion blend. 

Wide o'er the world I waft the freshening wind. 
Low breatliiiig through the woods and twilight vale. 
In whispers soft, that woo the pensive mind 
Of him who loves my lonely steps to hail. 

His tender oaten reed I watch to hear, 
Stealing its sweetness o'er some plaining rill. 
Or soothing ocean's wave, when storms are near. 
Or swelling in the breeze from distant hill ! 
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I wake the fairy elves, who shun the light; 
When from their blossom'd beds they slily peep» 
And spy my pale star, leading on tlie night,— 
Forth to their games and revelry they leap ; 

«Send all the prison'd sweets abroad in air, 
That with them slumber'd in the floweret's cell; 
Then to the shores and moon-light brooks repair. 
Till the high larks their matin-carol swell. 

' The wood-nymphs hail my airs and tempered shade, 
Witli ditties soft and lightly sportive dance, 
On river margin of some bowery glade, 
And strew their fresh buds as my steps advance : 

But svnft I pass, and distant regions trace, 
For moon-beams silver all the eastern cloud. 
And dj^*s last crimson vestige fades apace; 
Down the steep west I fly from midnight's shroud. 

The moon was now rising out of the sea. She 
watched its gradual progress, the extending line of 
radiance it threw upon the waters, the sparkling 
oars, the sail faintly silvered, and the wood-tops and 
the battlements of the watch-tower, at whose foot 
she was sitting, just tinted with the rays. Emily's 
spirits were in harmony with this scene. As she sat 
meditating, sounds stole by her on the air, which 
she immediately knew to be the music and the voice 
she had formerly heard at midnight ; and the emo- 
tion of awe which she felt was not unmixed with 
terror, when she considered her remote and lonely 
situation. The sounds drew nearer. She would 
have risen to leave the place ; but they seemed to 
come from the way she must have taken towards 
the chateau, and she awaited the event in trembling 
expectation. The sounds continued to approach for 
some time, and then ceased. Emily sat listening, 
gazing, and unable to move, when she saw a figure 
emerge from the shade of the woods, and pass along 
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the bank, at some little distance before ber. It 
went swiftly ; and her spirits were so overcome 
with awe, that, though she saw, she did not much 
observe it. 

Having left the spot, with a resolution never again 
to visit it alone at so late an hour, she began to ap- 

E roach the, chateau, when she heard voices calling 
er from the part of the wood which was nearest to 
it. They were the shouts of the count's servants, 
who were sent to search for her ; and when she en<« 
tered the supper-room, where he sat with Henri and 
Blanche, he gently reproached her with a look 
which she blushed to have deserved. 

This little occurrence deeply impressed her mind ; 
and when she withdrew to her own room, it re- 
called so forcibly the circumstances she had witness-^ 
ed a few nights before, that she had scarcely courage 
to remain alone. She watched to a late hour; 
when, no sound having renewed her fears, she at 
length sunk to repose. But this was of short con- 
tinuance^ for she was disturbed by a loud and un- 
usual noise that seemed to come from the gallery 
into which her chamber opened. Groans were dis- 
tinctly heard, and immediately afters dead weight 
fell against her door, with a violence that threatened 
to burst it open. She called loudly to know who 
was there, but received no answer, though at in- 
tervals she still thought she heard something like a 
low moaning. Fear deprived her of the power to 
move. Soon after, she heard footsteps in a remote 
part of the gallery ; and as they approached, she 
called more loudly than before, till the steps paused 
at her door. She then distinguished the voices of 
several of the servants, who seemed too much en- 
gaged by some circumstance without, to attend to 
her calls ; but Annette soon after entering the room 
for water, Emily ^understood that one of the maids 
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Imd faihted, whom she immediately desired them.to 
bring into her room, where she assisted to restore 
her. When this girl had recovered her speech, she 
affirmed, that as she was passing up the back stairs 
case, in the way to her chamber, she had seen an 
apparition on the second landing-place; she held the 
lamp low, she said, that she might pick her way^ 
several of the stairs being infirm and even decayed^ 
and it was upon raising her eyes that she saw this 
appearance. It stood For a moment in the corner 
of the landing-place which she was approaching, 
and then, gliding up the stairs, vanished at the 
door of the apartment that had been lately opened* 
She heard afterwards a hollow sound. 

Then the devil has got the key to that apartment, 
said Doroth^e, for it could be nobody but he ; I 
locked tlie door myself! 

The girl, springing down the stairs and passing 
up the great staircase, had run, with a &int scream, 
till she reached the gallery, where she fell, groan- 
ing, at Emily's door. 

Gently chicling her for the alarm she had occa- 
sioned, £mily tried to make her ashamed of her 
fears ; but the girl persisted in saying that she had' 
seen an apparition, till she went to her own room, 
whither she was accompanied by all the servants 
present, ex,cept Dorothee, who, at Emily's request, 
remained with her during the night« Emily was 
perplexed, and Coroth^e was terrified, abd men- 
tioned many occurrences of former times, which 
had long since confirmed her superstitions ; among 
these, according to her belief, she had once witnessed 
an appearancelike thatjustdescribed,andon the very 
same spot ; and it was the remembrance of it that 
had made her pause, when sh^ was going to ascend, 
the stairs with Emily, aqd which had increased her 
reluctance to open the north apartments. What- 
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ever might be Emily's opinions, she did not disclose 
them, but listened attentively to all that Doroth^e 
communicated, which occasioned her much though! 
and perplexity. 

From this night the terror of the servants in-^ 
creased to such an excess, that several of them de-* 
termined to leave the chateaU; end requested their 
discharge of the count, who, if he had any faith in 
the subjects of their alarm, thought proper to dis*' 
semble it, and, anxious to avoid the inconvenience 
that threatened him, employed ridicule, and theii 
argument^ to convince them they had nothing to 
apprehend from supernatural agency. But fear had 
rendered their minds inaccessible to reason ; and it 
Was now that Ludovico proved at once his courage 
and his gratitude for the kindness he had received 
frOm the count, by offering to watch, during a night, 
in the suite of rooms reputed to be haunted. He 
feared, he said, no spirits; and if any thing of hu- 
man form appeared — he would prove that he dread- 
ed that as little. 

The count paused upon the offer ; while the ser- 
vants, who heard it,, looked upon one another in 
doubt and amazement : and Annette, terrified for 
the safety of Ludovico, employed tears and entrea- 
ties to dissuade him from his purpose. 

You are a bold feUow, said the count, smiling s 
think well of what you are going to encounter be-* 
fore you £nally determine upon it. However, if 
you persevere in your resolution, I will accept your 
offer, and your intrepidity shall not go unrewarded. 

I desire no reward, your ExceUenza, replied Lu- 
dovico, but your approbation. Your ExceUenza has 
been sufficiently good to me already ; but i wish to 
have arms, that I may be equal to my enemy, if he 
•should appear. 

Your sword caimot defend you against a ghost, 
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replied the count, throwing a glance of irony upon 
the other servants ; neither can bars nor bolts : for 
a spirit, you know, can glide through a ke3^-hole as 
easily as through a door. 

Give me a sword, my Lord Count, said Ludovico^ 
and I will lay all the spirits that shall attack me in 
the Red Sea. 

Well, «aid the count, you shall have a sword, and 
good cheer too; and your brave comrades here will, 
perhaps, have courage enough to remain another 
night in the chateau, since ydur boldness will cer- 
tainly, for this night at least, confine all the ma- 
Jice of the spectre to yourself. 

Curiosity now struggled with fear in the minds 
of several of his fellow-servants, and at length they 
resolved to await the event of Ludovico's rashness. 

Emily was surprised and concerned when she 
heard of his intention, and was frequently inclined 
to mention what she had witnessed in the north 
icpartmenj:$ to the count ; for she could not entirely 
divest herself of fears for Ludovico*s safety, though 
ber reason represented these to be absurd. The ne- 
cessity, hotpever, of concealing the secret with which 
Doroth^e had intrusted her, and which must have 
been mentioned with the late ocpurrence, in excuse 
for her having so privately visited the north apart- 
ments, kept her entirely silent on the subject of her 
apprehension ; and she tried only to soothe Annette^ 
who held th^t Ludovico was certainly to be de- 
stroyed ; and who was much less affected by Emily V 
consolatory efforts, than by the manner of old Do- 
Toth6e, who often, as she exclaimed Ludovico, 
righc^f and tl^rew up her eyes to IJeaven. 
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CHAPTER XL 

Ye gods of quiet, and of sleep profound ! 
"VVhose soft dominion o*er this castle sM'ays, 
And all the widely-silent places round, 
Forgive me, if my trembling pen displays 
What never yet was sung in mprtal lays. 

Thomspm^ 

The count gave orders fpr ^he north apartments to 
be opened pnd prepared for the reception of Ludo- 
vico; but DorQth^e, remembering what she had 
lately witnessed there, feared to obey ; and not qufi 
pf the other servaptp dating to venture thither, the 
rooms remained shut up till the time when Ludov|- 
CO was to retire thither fqr the night, fin hour fqr 
which ^he whole )iousehold waited witji impatience.' 

After supper, {iudovico, by the order of the county 
attended ]ujpa \n his closet, where they remained 
alone for near half an hour ; and on leaving whicby 
(lis lord delivered to him a sword. 

It has seen service in mortal quarrels, said the 
count jocosely; you wil) use it honourably, no 
doubt, in a spiritual pne. To-morrow let me hear 
that there is not on/e ghpst remaining in the cha- 
teau. 

Ludovico repeived it with a respectful bow. You 
shall be obeyed^ n^y Lord, said he ; I will engage 
that no spectre sha)l distprb the pe^ice of tl^e chs^* 
teau aHer this night. 

They now returned to the supper-room, where 
fhe count's guests awaited to accompany him and 
Ludovico to the door of the north apartments; and 
porpth^e, being sumoioned fof the keys, delivered 
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them to Ludovico, who then led the way, followed 
by most of the inhabitants of the chaCeau. Having 
reached the back staircase, several of the servants 
shrunk back, and refused to go further ; but the rest 
folldwed him to the top of the staircase, where a 
broad landing-place allowed them to flock round 
him, while he applied the key to the door, during 
which they watched him with as much eager curio- 
sity as if he had been performing some magical rite. ^ 

Ludovico, unaccustomed to the lock, could not 
turn it ; and Doroth^e, who had lingered far behind, 
was called forward, under whose hand the door 
opened slowly ; and, her eye glancing within the 
dusky chamber, she uttered a sudden shriek, and 
retreated. At this signal of alarm, the greater part 
of the crowd hurried down the stairs; and the count, 
Henri, and Ludovico were left alone to pursue the 
inquiry, who instantly rushed into the apartment 
^—Ludovico with a drawn sword, which he had just 
time to draw from the scabbard ; the count with 
the lamp in his hand ; and Henri carrying a basket 
containing provision for the courageous adventurer. 

Having looked hastily round the first room, where 
nothing appeared to justify alarm, they passed on to 
the second ; and here too all being quiet, they pro* 
ceeded to a third in a more tempered step. The 
count had now leisure to smile at the discomposure 
into which he had'been surprised, and to ask Ludo- 
vico in which room he designed to pass the night. . 

There are several chambers beyond these, your 
ExceUenza, said Ludovico, pointing to a door, and 
In one of them is a bed, they say. I will pass the 
night there ; and when I am weary of watching, I 
can lie down. 

Good, said the count ; let us go on. You see 
these rooms show nothing but damp walls and de« 

o3 
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caying furniture. I have been so much engaged 
^ince I came to the chateau, that I have not looked 
into them till now* Remember, Ludovico, to teU 
the housekeeper, to-morrow, to throw open these 
windows. The damask hangings are dropping to 
pieces : I will have them taken down, and this an- 
tique fqrniture removed. 

Dear Sir ! said Henri, here is an arm-chair so 
massy with gilding, that it resembles one of th^ 
^tate chairs at the £ouvre, more than any thing else. 

Yes, said the count, stopping a moment to survey 
it, there is a history belonging to that chair, but I 
have not time to tell it — let us pass on. This suite 
runs to a greater extent than I had imagined : it is 
many years since I was in them. 3ut where is the 
bed-room you speak of, l«udovico ?— these are only 
4Emte-chambers to the great drawingfropm. I re- 
member them in their splendour ! 

The bed, my Lord, replied Ludovico, they told me 
was in a rpom that ppens b^yoqd the ^alopn, and 
germinates the suite, 

O, here is the saloon, said the coupt* as they ei)- 
tered the spacious apartment in which Emily and 
Poroth^e had rested. He here stood for a moment, 
purveying the reliques of faded grandeur which it 
exliibited— the sumptuous tapestry-r-^e long and 
)ow sofas of velvet, with frames heavily carved and 
gilded-r-the floor inlaid with small squares of fine 
hiarble, and covered in the centre with a piece of 
very rich tapestry work — the casements of painted 
glass— and the large Venetian mirrors, of a size and 
quali.ty such as at that period France pould not make, 
fvhicb reQepted on every side the spacious apartment* 
These had formerly also reflected a gay and brilliai^t 
f cepe, for this had been tlie state-room of the cha- 
^gy, ^^ h^re the marchioness had held the l^ff^x. 
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Iblies that made part of the festivities of her nuptials* 
If the wand of a magician could have recalled tl^^ 
vanished groups — many of them vanished even from 
tlie earth — that once had passed over these polished 
mirrors, what a varied and contrasted picture woul4 
they have ei^hibited with tl^e present 1 Now, instead 
pf a blaze of Ijghts, and a splendid and busy crowd, 
they reflected only the rays of the one glimmering 
lamp, which the count held up, and which scarcely 
^erved to show the three forjorn figures that stood 
surveying the room, and the spaciqus and dusky 
walls around them. 

Ah 1 said the count tp Henri) awaking from his 
jJeep reverie, how x\\e scene is changed sinqe last I 
saw it ! I ^as a young man, then ; and the marr 
chioness was alive and in her bloom ; many other 
persons were here, too, who are now no more 1 There 
stood the orchestra; here we tripped in many a 
sprightly ma?e — the walls echoing to the dance ! 
Now, they resound qnjy one feebje voice — and even 
that will, ere long, be heard no more ! My son, re- 
member, tliat I was once as young as yourself, and 
that you must pass away like those who have pre- 
ceded ypu — like those who, as they sung and aanr 
ped in this once g^y apartment, forgot that years 
are made up of moments, and that every step they 
took carried them nearer to their graves. But such 
reflections are useless, I had almost said criminal| 
unless they teach us to prepare for eternity ; since 
otherwise they cloud our present happiness, with- 
put guiding us to a future one. But enough of this 
— let us go on. 

Ludovico now* opened the door of ^he bed-room, 
and th^ count, as he entered, was struck with th^ 
(\inera\ appearance which the dark arras gave to it. 
lie approached the bed with an emotion of solem-* 
gjty, and, perceiving jt \o }^e ^pvf red with the pal) 
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of bUck velvet, paused t What can this mean ? said 
he, as he gazed upon it. 

I have heard, my Lord, said Ludovioo, as he stood 
at the feet looking within the canopied curtains, 
that the Lady Marchioness de Vilieroi died in this 
chamber, and remained here till she was removed 
to be buried ; and this perhaps, Signor, may ac- 
count for the pall. 

The count made no reply, but stood for a few 
moments engaged in thought, and evidently much 
affected. Then, turning to Ludovico, he asked him 
with a serious air whether he thought his courage 
would support him through the night ? If you doubt 
this, added the count, do not be ashamed to own 
it ; I will release you from your engagement, witht 
out exposing you to the triumphs of your fellow- 
servants. ' 

Ludovico paused ; pride, and something very like 
fear, seemed struggling in his breast : pride, how- 
ever, was victorious ;-^he blushed, and his hesita-* 
tion ceased. 

No, my Lord, said he, I will go through with what 
I have begun; and I am grateful for your consider- 
ation. On that hearth I will make a fire, and, with 
the good cheer in this basket, I doubt not I shall 
do well. 

Be it so, said the count ; hut how will you b^ 
guile the tediousness of the night, if you do not 
sleep ? 

When J am weary, mjr Lord, replied Ludovico, 
I shall not fear to sleep ; in the meanwhile I have a 
book that will entertain me. 

Well, said the count, I hope nothing will disturb 
you ; but if you should be seriously alarmed in the 
night, come to my apartment. I have too much 
confidence in your good sense and courage to be-i 
lieve you will be ^farmed on slight grounds, or 
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suffer the gloom of this chamber, or its remote si- 
tuation, to overcome you with ideal terrors. To- 
morrow I shall have to thank you for an important 
/service; these rooms shall then be thrown open, 
and my people will be' convinced of their error. 
Good night, Ludoyico ; let me see you early in the 
morning, and remember what I lately said to you. 

I will, my Lord ; good night to ypur ExceUenza 
— let me attend you with the light, 

He lighted the count and Henri through the 
chambers to the outer door. On the landing-place 
stood a lamp, which one of the affrighted servants 
had left; ^nd Henri, as he took it up, again bade' 
J^uddvico good night, who, having respectfully r^- 
^rned the wish, closed the door upon them, and 
fastened it. Then, as he retired to the bed-cham- 
ber, he examined the rooms through which he pass- 
ed, with more minuteness than he had done before, 
for he apprehended tliat some person might have 
concei^led himself in them, for the purpose of fright- 
ening him^ No one, however, but himself was in 
these chambers; ^nd leaving open the doors through 
which he passed* he came again to (h^ great draw- 
ing-room, whose spapiousness apd silent gloom 
somewhat awed him. For a moment he stood, look- 
ing back through the long suite of rooms he had 
quitted ; and as he turned, perceiving a light and 
his own figure reflected in one of the large mirrors, 
he started. Other objects too were seen obscurely 
on its dark surface ; but he paused not to examine 
them, and returned hastily into the bed-room, as 
he surveyed which, he observed the door of the oriel, 
and opened it. All within was still. On looking 
round, his eye was arrested by the portrait of thp 
deceased marchioness, upon which he gazed for a 
considerable time with great attention and some 
eyrpj-jse ; ai)f) thep, having examined the closet, 1^ 
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returned into the bed-room, where he kindled a 
wood 6re, the bright blaze of which revived his 
spirits, which had begun to yield to the gloom and 
silence of the place, for gusts of wind alone broke 
at intervals this silence. He now drew a small 
table and a chair near the 6re, took a bottle of wine 
and some cold provision out of his basket, and re- 
galed himself. When he had finished his repast, he 
bid his sword upon the table, and, not feeling dis« 
posed to sleep, drew from his pocket the book he 
had spoken of — It was a volunie of old Provencal 
tales. — Havine: stirred the fire into a brifi^hter blaze, 
trimmed hU limp, and drawn his chair upon the j 
hearth, he began to read, and his attention was 1 
soon wholly occupied by the scenes which the page ! 
disclosed. 

The count, meanwhile, had returned to the sup- 
per-room, whither those of the party who had at- 
tended him to the north apartment had retreated, 
upon hearing Doroth6e's scream, and who were now 
earnest in their inquiries concerning those cham- 
bers. The count rallied his guests on their precipi- 
tate retreat, and on the superstitious inclination 
which had occasioned it ; and this led to the ques- 
tion, Whether the spirit, after it has quitted the 
body, is ever permitted to revisit the earth ; and if 
it is, whether it was possible for spirits to become 
visible to the sense? The baron was of opinion that 
the first was probable, and the last was possible ; 
and he endeavoured to justify this opinion by re- 
spectable authorities, both ancient and mqdem, 
ivhich he quoted. The count, however, was deci- 
dedly against him ; and a long conversation ensued, 
in which the usual arguments on these subjects 
were on both sides brought forward with skill, and 
discussed with candour, but without converting eU 
Jbejr party |o the opinion of his opponent The efi 
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feet of their conversation on their auditors was va<' 
rious. Though the count had much the superiority 
of the baron in point of argument, he had conside* 
rably fewer adherents ; for that love, so natural to 
the human mind, of whatever is able to distend its 
faculties with wonder and astonishment, attached 
the majority of the company ^o the side of the ba- 
ron ; and though many of the count's propositions 
were unanswerable, his opponents were inclined to 
believe this the consequence of their own want of 
knowledge on so abstracted a subject, rather than 
that arguments did not exist which were forcible 
enough to conquer his. 

Blanche was pale with attention, till the ridicule 
in her father's glance called a blush upon her coun- 
tenance, and she then endeavoured to forget the 
superstitious tales she had been told in her convent. 
Meanwhile, Emily had been listening with deep at- 
tention to the discussion of what was to her a very 
interesting question ; and remembering the appear- 
ance she had witnessed in the apartment of the late 
marchioness, she was frequently chilled with awe. 
Several times she was on the point of mentioning 
what she had seen ; but the fear of giving pain to 
the count, and the dread of his ridicule, restrained 
her ; and awaiting in anxious expectation the event 
of Ludovico's intrepidity, she determined that her 
future silence should depend upon it. 

When the party had separated for the night, and 
the count retired to his dressing-room, the remem- 
brance of the desolate scenes he had lately witnessed 
in his own mansion deeply affected him, but at 
length he was aroused from his reverie and his si- 
lence. What music is that I hear ? said he suddenl^r 
to his valet ; Who plays at this late hour ? 

The man made no reply; and the count continued 
to listen, and then added. That is po common mu- 
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gician ; he touches the instrument with a delicate 
l^nd— who is it, Pierre ? 

My Lord ! said tlie man hesitatingly. 

Who plays that instrument? repeated the count. 

Does not your Lordship) know, then ? said the 
valet. 

What mean you ? said the count, somewhat 
sternly. 

Nothing, my Lord, I mednt nothing, rejoined the 
tnan submissively— Only— that music— goes about 
the house at midnight oflen, and I thought your 
Lordship might have heard it before* 

Music goes about the house at midnight ! Poor 
fbllo^ !•— does liobody dance to the music, too ? 

It is not in the chstteau, I believe, my Lord ; the 
g6unds come from the woods, they say, though they 
seem so near ;— but then a spirit can do any thing. 

All, poor fellow ! said the count, I perceive you 
are as silly as the rest of thepi ; to-morrow you will 
be convinced of your ridiculous error. But, hark ! 
—what voice is that ? 

Oh, m V Lord ! that is the voice we often heat with 
the music. 

Often ! said the count : How oflen, pray ? It is a 
Very fine one, 

Why, my Lord, I myself have not heard it more 
than two or three times ; but there are those who 
have lived here longer, that have heard it oflen 
enough. 

What a swell was that ! exclaimed the count> as 
he still listened — and now, what a dying cadence I 
This is surely something more than mortal ! 

That is what they say, my Lord, said the valet; 
they say it is nothing mortal that utters it ; and if 
I might say my thoughts ■ ■ 

Peace ! said the count ; and he listened till the 
strain died away. 
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'Fhis is strange ! said he, as he turned from thd 
window — Close the casements, Pierre. 

Pierre obeyed,- and the count soon after dismissed 
him; but did not so soon lose the remembrance of 
the music, which long vibrated in his fancy in tones 
of melting sweetness, while surprise and perplexity 
engaged his thoughts. 

Ludovico, meanwhile, in his remote chamber, 
heard now and then the faint echo of a closing door 
as the family retired to rest, and then the hall-clock 
at a great distance strike twelve. It is midnight, 
said he, — and he looked suspiciously round the spa- 
cious chamber. The fire on the hearth was now 
nearly expiring; for, his attention having been en- 
gaged by the book before him, he had forgotten 
every thmg besides ; but he soon added fresh wood, 
not because he was cold, though the night was 
stormy, but because he was cheerless ; and having 
again trimmed his lamp, he poured out a glass of 
wine, drew his chair nearer to the crackling blaze, 
tried to be deaf to the wind that howled mournfully 
at the casements^ endeavoured to abstract his mind 
from the melancholy that was stealing upon himy 
and again took up his book. It had been lent to 
him by Doroth6e, who had formerly picked it up in 
an obscure corner of the marquises library, and who, 
having opened it and perceived some of the marvels 
it related, had carefully preserved it for her own en« 
tertainment, its cdtidition giving her some excuse 
for detaining it from its proper station. The damp 
comer into which it had fallen had caused the cover 
to be disfigured and mouldy, and the leaves to be so 
discoloured wirh spots, that it was not without dif« 
ficulty the letters could be traced. The fictions of 
the f roven9al writers, whether drawn from the 
Arabian legends brought by the Saracens into Spain, 
or recounting the chivalric exploits performed by 
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tlie crusaders whom the troubadours accompanied 
to the East, were generally splendid, and always 
marvellous both in scenery and incident ; and it is 
not wonderful that Dorochee and Ludovico should 
be fascinated by inventions which had captivated 
the careless imagination in every rank of society ia 
a former age. Some of the tales, however, in the 
book now before Ludovico were of simple structure^ 
and exhibited nothing of the magnificent machinery 
and he<:oic manners which usually characterized the 
fables of the twelfth century, and of this description 
Was the one he aow happened to open ; which in 
its original style was of great length, but which may 
be thus shortly related. The reader will perceive 
that it is strongly tinctured with the superstition of 
the times. 

THE PROVENCAL TALE. 

There lived in the province of Bretagne a noble 
baron, famous for his magnificence and courtly hos- 
pitalities. His castle was graced with ladies ofexqui- 
site beauty, and thronged with illustrious knights : 
for the honours he paid to feats of chivalry invited 
the brave of distant countries to enter his lists, and 
his court was more splendid than those of many 
princes. Eight minstrels were retained in his ser- 
vice, who used to sing to their harps romantic fic- 
tions taken from the Arabians, or adventures of 
chivalry that beiel knights during the crusades, or 
the martial deeds of the baron, their lord ; — ^while 
he, surrounded by his knights and ladies, banquet- 
ed in the great hall of his castle, where the costly 
tapestry that adorned the walls with pictured ex- 
ploits of his ancestors, the casements of painted 
glass enriched with armorial bearings, the gorgeous 
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banners that waved along the roof, the sumptuous 
canopies^, the profusion of gold and silver that glit- 
tered on the sideboards, the numerous dishes that 
covered the tables, the number and gay liveries of 
the attendants, with the chivalric and splendid at** 
tire of the guests, united to form a scene of magni^ 
ficence, such as we may not hope to see in these de^ 
generate days. 

Of the baron the following adventure is related^ 
One night, having retired late from the banquet to 
his chamber, and dismissed his attendants, he was 
surprised by the appearance of a stranger of a noble 
air, but of a sorrowful and dejected countenance^ 
Believing that this person had been secreted in the 
apartment, since it appeared impossible he coul(| 
have lately passed the ante-room unobserved by the 
pages in waiting, who would have prevented this 
intrusion on their lord, the baron, calling loudly 
for his people, drew his sword, which he had not 
yet taken from his side, and stood upon his defence. 
The stranger, slowly advancing, told him that there 
was nothing to fear ; that he came with no hostile 
design, but to communicate to him a terrible secret, 
which it was necessary for him to know. 

The baron, appeased by the courteous manners 
of the stranger, after surveying him for some time 
in silence, returned his sword into the scabbard, and 
desired him to explain the means by which he had 
obtained access to the chamber, ana the purpose of 
this extraordinary visit. 

Without answering either of these inquiries, the 
stranger said that he could not then explain him-^ 
self, but that if the baron would follow nim to the 
edge of the forest, at a short distance from* the 
castle walls, he would there convince him tba( hQ 
)^ad sqmethin^ of importance to disploset 
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This proposal again alarmed the baron, who wQufft 
scarcely believe that the stranger meant to draw hinj 
to so solitary a spot at this hour of the night, with- 
out harbouring a design against his life ; and he re- 
fused to go, observing, at the same time, that if the 
stranger's purpose was an honourable one, he would 
not persist in refusing to reveal the qccasion of his 
visit in the apartment where they were. 

While he spoke this, he viewed the stranger still 
piore attentively than before, but observed no change 
In his countenance, nqr any symptom that might 
intimate a consciousness of evil design* He was 
habited like a knight, w^s of a tall and majestic 
stature, and of dignified and courteous manners. 
Still, howeyer, he refused to communicate the sub- 
ject of his errand in any plt^ce but that he had men- 
tioned ; and at the same time gave hints concernr 
ing the secre|: he would disclose, that awakened a 
degred. of solemn curiosity in the baron, which at 
length induced him ^o conseiit to the stranger on 
certain conditionis. 

Sir knight, said he, I will attend you to the fo- 
rest, and will take with ^^ only four of my people^ 
who shall witness oqr conference. 

To this, however, the l^night objected. 

^^hat I would disclose, said he with solemnity, 
1$ to you alone. There are only three living persons 
to whom the circumstance is known : it is of more 
consequence to you and your house than I shall 
now explain. In future years you will look back to 
this night with satisfaction or repentance, accord- 
ingly as you now determine. As you would hercr 
after prosper — follow nje ; I pledge you the honour 
of a knight, that no evil shall befall you. If yoi;, 
are contented to dare futurity— remain in jovnif 
chamber, and I will depart as I came. 
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Sir knight, replied the baron, how is it possible 
that my future peace can depend upon my present 
determination ? 

That is not now to be told, said the stranger ; 
I have explained myself to the utmost. It is late ; 
if you follow me, it must be quickly; — ^you will da 
well to consider the alternative. 

The baron mused ; and as he looked upon the 
knight, he perceived his countenance assume a sin^ 
gular solemnity. 

[Here Ludovico thought he heard a noise, and he 
threw a glance round the chamber, and then held 
up the lamp to assist his observation ; but not per-n 
ceiving any thing to confirm his alarm, he took up 
the book again, and pursued the story.] 

The baron paced his apartment for some time 
in silence, impressed by the words of the stranger, 
whose extraordinary request he feared to grant, an(i 
feared also to refuse. At length he said, Sir knight> 
you are utterly unknown to me ; tell me yourself, 
—is it reasonable that I should trust myself alone 
with a stranger, at this hour, in a solitary forest ? 
^ell me, at least, who you are, and who assisted to 
secrete you in this chamber. 

The knight frowned at these latter words, and 
was a moment silent ; then, with a countenance 
somewhat stem, he said, 

I am an English knight ; I am called Sir Bevys 
of Lancaster, — and my deeds are not unknown at 
the Holy City, whence I was returning to my native 
land, when 1 was benighted in the neighbouring fo- 
rest. 

Your name is not unknown to fame, said the 
baron; 1 have heard of it. (The knight looked 
haughtily.) But why, since my castle is known to 
entertain all true knights, did not your herald an- 
nounce you ? Why did vou not appear at the bai\<* 

p3 
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quet, where your presence would have been weU 
corned, instead of hiding yourself in my castley ancl 
stealing to my chamber at midnight ? 

The stranger frowned, and turned away in silence; 
but the baron repeated the questions. 

I cqme not, saicl the knight, to answer inquiries, 
but to reveal fkcts. }f you would know more, folt 
low me, and again I pledge the honoi^r of a knight 
that you shall return in safety. Be quick in your 
determination — I must be gone. 

After some further hesitation^ the baron deter- 
rained to follow the stranger, and to see the result 
of his extraordinary request ; he therefore again 
drew forth his sword, and> taking up a lamp, bade 
the knight lead oq. llie latter obeyed; and open- 
ing the door of ^he chamber, they passed into the 
ante-room, where the baroU} surprised to find all 
his pages asleep, stopped, and lyith hasty violence 
was going to reprimand them for their carelessness, 
when the knight waved hjs hand, and looked so 
expressively upon the baron, that the latter re- 
strained his resentment, and passed on. 

The knight, having descended a staircase, opeped 
a secret door which the baroq had believed wa^ 
known only to himself, and, proceeding through 
several narrow and winding passages, came at 
length to a small gate that opened beyond the walls 
of the castle, ^f eanwhile the baron followed in 
silence and amazement, on perceiving that these 
secret passages were so well known to a stranger, 
and felt inclined to return from an adirenture that 
appeared to partake of treachery as well as danger, 
Then, considering that he was armed, and observing 
the courteous and noble air of his conductor, hia 
pourage returned, he blushed that it had failed hin^ 
for a moment, and he resolved to trace the mystery 
(o i^ 8pur9e. 
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He now found hiAiself on the heathy platform 
before the great gates of his castle, where» on 
looking up, he perceived lights glimmering in the 
different casements of the guests, who were retiring 
to sleep ; and while he shivered in the blast, and 
looked on the dark and desolate scene around him, 
he thought of the comforts of his warm chamber 
rendered cheerful by the blaze of wood, and felt^ 
lor a moment, the full contrast of his present situ- 
ation. 

[Here Ludovico paused a moment, and, looking 
at his own fire, gave it a brightening stir.] 

The wind was strong, and the baron watched his 
lamp with anxiety^ expecting every moment to see 
it extinguished ; but though the flame wavered, it 
did not expire, and he still followed the stranger^ 
who often sighed as he went, but did not speak. 

When they reached the borders of the forest, the 
knight turned aqd raised his head, as if he meant 
to address the baron ; but then closing his lips in 
silence, he walked on. 

As they entered beneath the dark and spreading 
boughs, the baron, affected by the solemnity pf the 
scene, hesitated whether to proceed, and demanded 
how much further they were to go. The knight 
replied only by a gesture; and the baron, witli hesi- 
tating steps and a suspicious eye, followed through 
an obscure and intricate path, till, having proceed- 
ed a considerable w^y, he again demanded fFhither 
they were going, and refused to proceed unless he 
was informed. 

As he said this, he looked at his own sword and 
at the knigh^ alternately, who shook his head, and 
whose dejected countenance disarmed the baron^ 
for a' moment, of suspicion. 

^ little further is the place whither I. would lead. 
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Jou, siaid the stranger ; no evil shall befall yoQ-— I 
ave sworn it on the honour of a knight. 
The baron, re-assured, again followed in silence, 
and they soon arrived at a deep recess of the forest^ 
where the dark and lofty chesnuts entirely excluded 
the sky, and which was so overgrown with under- 
wood that they proceeded with difficulty^ The 
knight sighed deeply as he passed, and sometimes 
paused ; and having at length reached a spot where 
the trees crowded into a knot, he turned, and with 
a terrific look, pointing to the ground, the baron 
saw there the body of a man stretched at its length 
and weltering in blood ; a ghastly wound was on 
the forehead, and death appeared already to have 
contracted the features. 

The baron, on, perceiving the spectacle, started 
in horror, looked at the knight for explanation, and 
was then going to raise the body,' and examine if 
there were yet any remains of life; but the stranger, 
waving his band, fixed upon him a look so earnest 
and mournful, as not only much surprised him, but 
made him desist. 

But what were the baron's emotions, when, on 
holding the lamp near the features of the corpse, 
he discovered the exact resemblance of the stranger 
his conductor, to whom he now looked op in asto- 
nishment and inquiry ! As he gazed, he perceived 
the countenance of the knight change and begin 
to fade, till his ^whole form gradually vanished 
from his astonished sense ! While the baron stood, 
fixed to the spot, a voice was heard to utter these 
words : — 

[Ludovico started, and la^d down the book, for 
he thought he heard a voice in the chamber, and 
he looked toward the bed, where, however, he saw 
only the dark curtains and the pall. He listened. 
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scarcely daring to draw his breath, but heard only 
the distant roaring of the sea in the storm, and the 
blast that rushed by the casements; when, con- 
cluding that he had been deceived by its sighiogSi 
he took up his book to finish the story.] 

While the baron stood fixed to the spot, a voic^ 
iv-as heard to utter these words : — 

The body of Sir Bevys of Lancaster, a noble 
knight of England, lies before you. He was thi^ 
pight way-laid and murdered, as he journeyed froiti 
the Holy City towards his native land. Respect the 
honour of knighthood and the law of humanity ^ 
inter the body in Christian ground, and cause his 
murderers to be punished. As ye observe or neg- 
lect this, shall peace and happiness, ox war and 
misery, light upon you and your house for ever! 

The baroU) when he recovered from the awe and 
astonishment into which this adventure had throwa 
)iim, returned to his castle, whitjier he caused th& 
body of Sir Bevys to be removed ; and on the folr 
lowmg day it was interred, with the honours of 
knighthood, in the chapel of the castle, attended 
by ail the noble knights and ladies who graced the 
court of Baron de Brunne. 

Ludovico, having finislied this story, laid aside 
the book, for he felt drowsy; and after putting more 
wood on the fire, and taking iinother glass of wine^ 
he reposed himself in the arm-chair on the hearth> 
In his dream he still beheld the chamber where he 
really was, and once or twice started from imper- 
fect slumbers, imagining he saw a man's face look- 
ing over the high back of his arm*chair. This idea^ 
had so strongly impressed him, that when he raised 
{lis eyes he almost expected to meet other eyes fixr 
^ upon his own; and t)e quitted lus se^t> and \9o\sr 
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looked behind the chair, before he felt perfec^ 
convinced that no person was there* 
Thus closed the hour. 



CHAPTER XII. 



Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber ; 
Thou hast no figiires, nor no fantasies^ 
Which busy care draws in the brains of men; 
Therefore ^ou sleep^st so sound. 

The count, who had slept little during the nighty 
rose early, and, anxious to speak with Ludovico, 
went to the north apartment ; but the outer door 
having been fkstened on the preceding night, he 
was obliged to knock loudly for admittance. Neif 
ther the knocking nor his voioe was heard ; but 
considering^ the distance of this door from the bed-> 
room, and that Ludovico, wearied with watching, 
had probably fallen into a deep sleep, the count was 
not surprised on receiving no answer ; and leaving 
the door, he went down to walk in his grounds. 

It was a gray autumnal morning. The sun, 
rising over Provence, gave only^a feeble light, as hi* 
rays struggled through the vapours that ascended 
from the sea, and floated heavily over the wood'^ 
tops, which were now varied with many a rooJlow 
tint of autumi>, The storm was passed, but th» 
waves yet violently agitated, and theix course yf$j^ 
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traced by long lines of foam, while not a breeze 
fluttered in the sails of the vessels near the shore 
that were weighing anchor to depart. The still 
gloom of the hour was pleasing to the t^ount, and 
he pursued his way through the woods, sunk in 
deep thought, 

Emily also rose at an early hour, and took her 
customary walk along the brow of the promontory 
that overhui^g the Mediterranean. Her mind was 
now not occupied with the occurrences of the 
chateau, and Valancourt was the subject of her 
mournful thoughts ; whom she had not yet taught 
herself to consider with indifference, though her 
judgement constantly reproached her for the afFec* 
tioa that lingered in her heart, after her esteem for 
him was departed. Remembrance frequently gave 
fier his parting look and the tones of his voice 
when he had bade her a last farewell ; and some 
accidental associations now recalling these circum- 
stances to her fancy with peculiar energy, she shed 
bitter tears to the recollection. 

Having reached the watch-tower, she seated her- 
self on the broken steps, and in melancholy dejec- 
tion watched the waves, half hid in a vapour, as 
they came rolling towards the shore, and threw up 
their light spray round the rocks below. Their 
hollow murmur, and the obscuring mists that came 
in wreaths up the clifis, gave a solenmity to the 
scene which was in harmony with the temper of her 
mind, and she sat, given up to the remembrance of 
past times, till this became too painful, and she 
abruptly quitted the place. On passing the little 
gate of the watch- tower, she observed letters en- 
graved on the stone postern, which she paused to 
examine ; and' though thev appeared to have been 
rudely cut with a pen-knilfe, the characters were 
familiar to her: at length, recognising the hand- 
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#ritihg of Vftlancourt) sheread^with trembliiig anxt^ 
ety, the following lines^ entitled 

SHIPWRECK. 

*Th solemn midnight! On this lonely steep, 
ibeneath this watch-tower*s desolated wall. 
Where mystic shapes the wonderer appall, 
I rest ; and view below the desert deep, 
As through tempestuous clouds th^ moon's cold If^t 
Gleams on the wave. Viewless, the winds of night 
With loud mysterious force the billows sweep. 
And sullen roar the surges, far below. 
In the still pauses of the gust I hear 
The voice of spirits rising sweet and slow, 
And oft among the clovids their forms appear.^ 
But hark ! what shriek. Of death comes in the gale, 
And in the distant ray what glimmering sail 
Bends to tlic storm?— Now suiks tlie note of fear! 
Ah ! wretcHfed mariners !•— no more shall day 
Unclose his cheering eye to light you on your way ! 

From these lines it appeared that Valancourt had 
visited the tower ; that he had probably been here 
on the preceding night, for it was such a one as 
they described, and that he had left the building 
rerv lately, since it had not long been light, and 
witnout light it was impossible these letters could 
have been cut. It was thus even probable that he 
might be yet in the gardens. 

As these reflections passed rapidly over the mind 
of Emily, they called up a variety of contending 
emotions, that almost overcame her spirits : btit hef 
first impulse was to avoid him ; an4 immediately 
leaving the tower, she returned with hasty steps 
towards the chateau. As she passed along, she 
remembered the music she had lately heard near 
the tower, with the figure which had appeared ; and 
in this moment of agitation she was inclfned to be- 
lieve that she had then heard and seen Valancourt ; 
/but other recollections soon convinced her of her 
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error. On turning into a thicker part of the woods^ 
she perceived a person walking slowly in the gloom 
at some little distance; and, her mind engaged by 
the idea of him, she started and paused, imagining 
this to be Valancourt. The person advanced with 
quicker steps ; and before she could recover recol- 
lection enough to avoid him, he spoke, and she 
then knew the voice of the count, who expressed 
some surprise on finding her walking at so early 
an hour, and made a feeble effort to rally her oh 
her love of solitude. But he soon perceived this 
to be more a subject of concern than of liglit 
laughter, and, changing his manner, affectionately 
expostulated with Emily on thus indulging uqavail- 
ing regret ; who, though she ackno^vledged the 
justness of all he said, could not restrain her tears 
while she did so, and he presently quitted the topic* 
Expressing surprise at not having yet heard from 
his friend, the advocate at Avignon, in answer to 
the questions proposed to him respecting the es- 
tates of the late Madame Montoni, he with friendly 
zeal endeavoured to cheer Emily with hopes of 
establishing her claim to them ; while she felt that 
the estates could now contribute little to the hap- 
piness of a life in which Valancourt bad no longer 
an interest. 

When they returned to the chateau, Emily re- 
tired to her apartment, and Count de Villefort to 
the door of the north chambers. This was still fast« 
encd ; but being now determined to arouse Ludo^ 
vico, he renewed his calls more loudly than before; 
afler which a total silence ensued : and the count, 
finding all his efforts to be heard ineffectual, at 
length began to fear that some accident had be- 
fallen Ludovico, whom terror of an imaginary being 
might have deprived of his senses. He therefore 
left the door with an intention of summoning his 
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servants to force it open, some of whom he now 
heard moving in the loyver part of the chateau. 

To the count's inquiries, whether they had seen 
or heard Ludovico, they replied, in aftnght, that 
not one of them had ventured on the north side of 
the chateau since the preceding night. 

He sleeps soundly then, said the count, and is 
at «uch a distance from the outer door, which is 
fastened, that to gain admittance to the chambers 
it will be necessary to force it. Bring an instru- 
ment, and follow me. 

The servant stood mute and dejected; and it was 
not till nearly all the household were assembled, 
that the count's orders were obeyed. In the mean 
time, Dorothee was telling of a door that opened 
from a gallery leading from the great staircase into 
the last ante-room of the saloon ; and this being 
much nearer to the bed-chamber, it appeared pro- 
bable that Ludovico might be easily awakened by 
an attempt to open it. Thither, therefore, the 
count went : but his voice was as ineifectual at this 
door as it had proved at the remoter one: and now, 
seriously interested for Ludovico, he was himself 
going to strike upon the door with the instrument, 
when he observed its singular beauty, and with- 
held the blow. ]t appeared on the first glance to 
be of ebony, so dark and dose was its grain, and 
60 high its polish ; but it proved to lie only of larch 
wood, of the growth of Provence, then famous for 
its forests of larch. The beauty of its polished 
hue, and of its delicate carvings, determined the 
count to spare this door, and he returned to that 
leading from the back stair-case ; which being at 
length forced, he entered the first ante-room, fol- 
lowed by Henri and a few of the most courageous 
of his servants, the rest awaiting the event of the 
inquiry on the stairs and landing-place. 
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All was silent in the chambers through which the 
count passed, and having reached the saloon, he 
called loudly upon Ludovico ; afler which, still re- 
ceiving no answer, he threw open the door of the 
bed-room and entered. 

The profound stillness within con6rmed his ap- 
preliensions for Ludovico, for not even the breath- 
ings of a person in sleep were heard ; and his un-» 
certainty was not soon terminated, since^the shut- 
ters being all closed, the chamber was too dark for 
any object to be distinguished in it. 

The count bade a servant open them, who, as he 
crossed the room to do so, stumbled over something 
and fell to the floor; when his cry occasioned such 
panic among the few of his fellows who had ventured 
thus far, that they instantly fled, and the count and 
Henri were lefl to finish the adventure. 

Henri then sprung across the room, and opening 
a window-shutter, they perceived that the man had 
fallen over a chair near the hearth in which Ludo^ 
yico had been sitting ; - for he sat there no longer^ 
nor could any where be seen by the imperfect light 
that was admitted into the apartment. The count, 
seriously alarmed, now opened other shutters, thai; 
he might be enabled to examine further; and Ludo- 
vico not yet appearing, he stood for a moment sus- 
pended in astonishment, and scarcely trusting hia 
senses, till his eyes glancing on the bed, he advanced 
to examine whether he was there asleep. No person, 
however, was in it ; and he proceeded to the oriel, 
where every thing remained as on the preceding 
night, but Ludovico was no where to be found. 

The count now checked his amazement, consi- 
dering that Ludovico might have left the chambers 
during the night, overcome by the terrors which 
their lonely desolation and the recollected reports 
concerning (hein had inspired. Yet, if this ha4 
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been the fact, the man would naturally have soijjght 
society, *and his fellow-servants had all declared 
$bey had not seen him ; the door of* the outer room 
9Jao had bqen found fastened with the key on the 
inside; it was impossible, therefore, for him to 
have passed through that ; and all the outer doors 
of this suite were found, on examination, to be 
bolted and locked, with the keys also within them. 
The count, being then compelled to believe that the 
lad had escaped through the casements, next ex- 
amined them ; but such as opened wide enougli to 
admit the body of a man were found to be carefully- 
(ecu-red either by iron bars or by shutters, and no 
vestige appeared Qf any person having attempted to 
pass them ; neither was it probable that Ludovicp 
would have incurred the risk of breaking his neck, 
by leaping from a window when he might have 
walked safely through a door. 

The count's amazement did not admit of words ; 
but he returned once more to examine the bed- room, 
where was no appearance of disorder, except that 
occasioned by the late overthrow of the chajr, near 
which had stood a small table ; and on this Ludo* 
vice's sword, his lamp, the book he had been read- 
ing, and the remnant of his flask of wine, 6till re- 
mained. At the foot of the table, too, was the 
basket with some fragments of provision and wood. 

Henri and the servant now uttered their astonish- 
ment without reserve ; and though the count said 
little, there was a seriousness in his manner that 
expressed much. It appeared that Ludovico must 
have quitted these rooms by some concealed passage, 
for the count could not believe that any supernatural 
means had occasioned this event ; yet, if there was 
any such passage, it seemed inexplicable why he 
should retreat through it, and it was equally sur- 
prising, that Qot evep the smallest vestige should 
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kpp^ 1)y whicli his progress could be traced. In 
the rooms everything remained as much in order aa 
if he had just walked out by the common way. 

The count himself assisted in lifling the arrays 
with which the bed-chamber, saloon, and one of 
the ante-rooms were hung, that he might discover 
if any door ha^been concealed behind it ; but after 
a laborious search, none was found : and he at 
length quitted the apartments, having secured the 
door of the last ante-chamber, the key of which he 
took into his own possession. He then gave orders 
that strict search should be made for Ludovico, not 
only in the chateau, but in the neighbourhood; and 
retiring with Henri to his closet, they remained 
there in conversation for a considerable time : and 
whatever was the subject of it, Henri from this hour 
lost much of his vivacity, and his manners were par- 
ticularly grave and reserved whenever the topic 
which now agitated the count's family with wonder 
and alarm was introduced. 

On the disappearing of Ludovico, Baron St. Foix 
seemed strengthened in all his former opinions con- 
cerning the probability of apparitions, though it 
was difficult to discover what connexion there could 
possibly be between the two subjects, or to account 
for this effect, otherwise than by supposing that the 
mystery attending Ludovico, by exciting awe and 
curiosity, reduced the mind to a state of sensibility 
which rendered it more liable to the in^uence of 
superstition in general. It is however certain, 
that from this period the baron and his adherents 
became more bigoted to their own systems than 
before, while the terrors of the count's servants in- 
creased to an excess that occasioned many of them 
to qqit the mansion immediately, and the rest re- 
mained only till others could be prpcured to supply 
tl^eir plac^g^. 

«3 
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Thfi moststrenuous search afler Ludovico proved 
unsuccessful; and afler several days of indefatigable 
inquiry, poor Annette gave herself up to despair, 
and the other inhabitants of the chateau to amaze- 
ment. 

Emily, whose mind had been deeply affected by 
the disastrous fate of the late marchioness, and with 
the mysterious connexion which she fancied had 
existed between her and St. Aubert, was particularly 
impressed by the late extraordinary event, and much 
concerned for the loss of Ludovico, whose integrity 
and faithful services claimed both her esteem and 
gratitude. She was now very desirous to return to the 
quiet retirement of her convent; but every hint of this 
was received with real sorrow by the Lady Blanche, 
and affectionately set aside by the count, for whom 
she felt much of the respectful love and admiration 
of a daughter, and to whom, by Doroth^e's consent, 
she at length mentioned the appearance which they 
had witnessed in the chamber of the deceased 
marchioness. At any other period he would have 
smiled at such a relation, and have believed that its 
object had existed only in the distempered fancy of 
the relater; but he now attended to Emily with 
seriousness, and, when she concluded, reouested of 
her a promit^e that this occurrence should rest in 
silence. Whatever may be the cause and the import 
of these extraordinary occurrences, added the count, 
time only can explain them. 1 shall keep a wary eye 
upon all that passes in the chateau, and shall pursue 
fivery possible means of discovering the fate of Lu- 
dovico. Meanwhile, we must be prudent and silent. 
I will myself watch in the north chambers; but of 
this we will say nothing till the night arrives when 
I purpose doing so. 

The coupt then sent for Doroth^e, and required 
pf l^er also a promise of silence concerning wbftt 
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she had already, or might in future witoess of an 
eactraordinary nature : and this ancient servant now 
related to him the particulars of the Marchioness 
de Villeroi's death, with some of which he appeared 
to be already acquainted, while by others he was 
evidently surprised and agitated. Afler listening to 
this narrative, the count retired to his closet, where 
he remained alone for several hours ; and when he 
again appeared, the solemnity of his manner sur- 
prised and alarmed Emily, but she gave no utter- 
ance to her thoughts. 

On the week following the disappearance of Lu- 
dovico, all the count's guests took leave of him^ 
except the baron, his son Mons. St«Foix,and Emily; 
^he latter of whom was soon after embarrassed and 
distressed by the arrival of another visitor, Mon^. 
Du Pont, which made her determine upon with- 
drawing to her convent immediately. The delight 
that appeared in his countenance when he met her, 
told that he brought back the same ardour of passion 
which had formerly banished him from Chateau-le- 
Blanc. He was received with reserve by Emily, and 
with pleasure by the count, who presented him to 
her with a smile that seemed intended to plead his 
<;ause, and who did not hope the less for his friend> 
from the embarrassment she betrayed. 

But M. Du Pont, with truer sympathy, seemed to 
understand her manner, and his countenance quickly 
lost its vivacity, and sunk into the languor of 
despondency. 

On the following day, however, he sought an 
opportunity' of declaring the purport of his visit, 
and renewed his suit ; a declaration which was re- 
ceived with real concern by Emily, who endeavoured 
to lessen the pain she might inBict by a second re-* 
jection, with assurances of esteem and friendship : 
yet she left him in a state of mind that claimed anc^ 
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excited her tenderest compassion ; and being more 
sensible than ever of the impropriety of remaining 
longer at the chateau, she immediately sought the 
count, and communicated to him her intention of 
returning to the convent. 

My dear Emily, said he, I. observe with extreme 
concern the illusion you are encouraging — an 
illusion common to young and sensible minds. 
Your heart has received a severe shock; you believe 
you can never entirely recover it ; andyou will en* 
courage this belief, till the habit of indulging sor- 
row will subdue the strength of your mind, and dis- 
colour your future views with melancholy regret. 
Let me dissipate this illusion, and awaken you to a 
sense of your danger. 

Emily smiled mournfully. I know what you 
would say, my dear Sir, said she, and am prepared 
to answer you. I feel that my heart can never 
know a second affection ; and that I must never 
liope even to recover its tranquillity — if I suffisr 
myself to enter into a second engagement. 

I kno# that you feel all this, replied the count ; 
and I know also that time will overcome these feel- 
ings, unless you cherish them in solitude, and, par- 
don me, with romantic tenderness :— then, indeed^ 
time will only confirm habit. I am particularly em- 
powered to speak on this subject, and to sympathize 
in your sufferings, added the count with an air of 
solemnity, for I have known what it is to love, and 
to lament the object of my love. Yes, continued he, 
while his eyes filled with tears, I have sufiered ! — 
but those times have passed away — 16ng passed ! 
and lean now look back upon them without emotion. 

My dear Sir, said Emily timidly, what mean 
those tears ? — they speak, 1 fear, another language 
—•they plead foF me. 

They are weak tears, for they are useless ones. 
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veplied the count, drying them ; I would have you 
superior to such weakness. These, however, are 
only faint traces of a grief which, if it had not 
been opposed by long continued effort, might have 
led me to the verge of madness ! Judge, then, 
whether I have not cause to warn you of an induU 
^ence which may produce so terrible an effect, and 
which must certainly, if not opposed, overcloud the 
vewc» that otherwise might be happy. M. Du Pont 
IS a sensible and amiable man, who has long beea 
^tenderly attached to you ; his family and fortune 
are unexceptionable : — after what I have said, it is 
unnecessary to add, that I should rejoice in your 
felicity, and that I think M. Du Pont would pro- 
mote it. Do not weep, Emily, continued thecount> 
taking her hand, there is happiness reserved for 
you. 

He was silent a moment ; and then addbd in a 
lirmer voice, I do not wish that you should make a 
violent effort to overcome your feeling; all I at 
present ask is, that you will check the thoughts that 
would lead you to a remembrance of the past ; that 
you will suffer your mind to be engaged by present 
objects; that you will allow yourself to believe it 
possible you may yet be happy ; and that you will 
sometimes think with complacency of poor DuPont> 
and not condemn him to the state of despondency^ 
from which, my dear Emily, I am endeavouring to 
withdraw you. 

Ah ! my dear Sir, said Emily, while her tears still 
fell, do not suffer the benevolence of your wishes to 
mislead Mons. Du Pont with an expectation that I 
can ever accept his hand. If I understand my own 
heart, this never can be; your instruction I can 
obey in almost every other particular than that of 
adopting a contrary belief. 

Leave me to understand your heart, replied the 
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count with a faint ^mile. If you pay me the compli- 
ment to be guided by my advice in other instances, 
I will pardon your incredulity respecting your future 
conduct towards Mons. Du Pont. I will not even 
press you to remain longer at the chateau than your 
own satisfaction will permit ; but though I forbear 
to oppose your present retirement, I shall urge the 
claims of friendship for your future visits. 

Tears of gratitude mingled with those of tender 
regt-et, while Emily thanked the count for the many 
instances of friendship she had received from him ; 
promised to be directed by his advice upon every 
subject but one ; and assured him of the pleasure 
with which she should, at some fliture perjod, ac- 
cept the invitation of the countess and himself— if 
Mons. Du Pont was not at the chateau, i 

The count smiled at this condition. Be it so, said 
be : meap while the convent is so near the chateau> 
that my daughter and I shall often yisit you ; and 
if, sometimes, we should dare to bring yoxi another 
visitor —will you forgive us ? 

Emily looked distressed, and remained silent. 

Well, rejoined the count, I will pursue the sub* 
ject no further, and must now entreat your forgive- 
ness for having pressed it thus far. You. will, how- 
ever, do me the justice to believe tkat I have 
been urged only by a sincere regard for your happi- 
ness, and that of my amiable friend Mons. Da 
Pont. 

Emily, when she left the count, went to mention 
her intended departure to the counte8s,who opposed 
it with polite expressions of regret ; after which, she 
sent a note to acquaint the lady abbess that she 
should return to the convent ; and, thither she 
withdrew on the evening of the follo^ng day. M.. 
Du Pont, in extreme regret, saw hjerrdepart, while 
the count endeavoured to cheer ,bim with a hop^ 
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I^X Emily would some time regard him with a more 
favourable eye. 

' She was pleased to find herself once more in the 
tranquil retirement of the convent, where she ex- 
perienced a renewal of all the maternal kindness of 
the abbess, and of the sisterly attentions of the nuns. 
A report of the late extraordinary occurrence at the 
chateau had already reached them ; and afler supper, 
on the evening of her arrival, it was the subject of 
conversation in the convent parlour, where she was 
requested to mention some particulars of that un- 
accountable event. Emily was guarded in her con- 
versation on this subject, and briefly related a few 
circumstances concerning Ludovico, whose disap- 
pearance, her auditors almost unanimously agreed^ 
had been effected by supernatural means. 

A belief had so long prevailed, said a nun, who 
was called sister Frances, that the chateau was 
haunted, that I was surprised when I heard the 
count had the temerity to inhabit it. Its former 
possessor, I fear, had some deed of conscience to 
atone for: let us hope that the virtues of its present 
owner would preserve him from the punishment due 
to the errors of the last, if, indeed, he was crimi- 
nal. 

Of what crime then was he suspected ? said a 
Mademoiselle Feydeau, a border at the convent. ' 

Let us pray for his soull said a nun, who had till 
DOW sat in silent attention. If he was criminal, his 
punishment in this world was su6Scient. 

There was a mixture of wildness and solemnity 
in her manner of delivering this, which struck Emir 
ly exceedingly; but Mademoiselle repeated her 
question, wiuiout noticing the solemn eagerness of 
the nun. 
' I dare not presume to say what ymi' his crime> 
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replied sister Frances ; but I have heard many reports 
of an extraordinary nature respecting the late Mar- 
quis de Villeroi, and among others, that soon after, 
the death of his lady he quitted Chateau-le- Blanc, 
and never afterwards returned to it. I was not here 
at the. time, so I can only mention it from report; 
and so many years have passed since the marchioness 
died, that few of our sisterhood, I believe, can do 
more. 

But I ean, said the nun, who had before spoken, 
and whom they called sister Agnes. 

You^then, said Mademoiselle Feydeau, are possi- 
bly acquainted with circumstances that enable yoii 
to judge whether he was criminal or not, and what 
was the crime imputed to him. 

I am, replied the nun \ but who shall dare to scru- 
tinize my thoughts — ^who shall dare to pluck out 
my- opinion? God only is his judge, and to thai 
judge he Is gone. 

Emily looked with surprise at sister Frances, who 
returned her a significant glance. 

I only requested your opinion, said Mademoiselle 
("eydeau mildly; if the subject is displeasing to you, 
I will drop it. 

Displeasing! said the nun with emphasis: — we 
are idle talkers ; we do not weigh the meaning of 
the words we use ; displeasing is a poor word. I 
will go pray. As she said this, she rose from her 
seat, and with a profound sigh quitted the room. 

What can be the meaning of this ? said Emily, 
when she was gone. 

It is nothing extraordinary, replied sister Frances, 
she is oflen thus ; but she has no meaning in what 
she says. Her intellects are at times deranged. Did 
you never see her thus before ? 

Nerer, said Emily. I have, indeed, sometimes 
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. Ihoii^t that there was the melancholy of madness 
in her look, but never before perceived it in her 
speech. Poor soul, I will pray for her ! 

Your prayers then, my daughter, will unite with 
ours, observed the lady abbess : she has need of 
themk 

Dear lady, said Mademoiselle Fe^deau, address* 
ing the abbess, what is your opinion of the late 
marquis ? The strange circumstances that have oc- 
curred at the chateau have so much awakened my 
curiosity, that I shall be pardoned the question. 
What was his imputed crime, and what the punish- 
ment to which sister Agnes alluded? 

We must be cautious of advancing our opinion, 
said the abbess with an air of reserve mingled with 
solemnity — we must be cautious of advancing our 
opinion on so delicate a subject. I will not tako 
upon me to pronounce that the late marquis was 
criminal, or to say what was the crime of which he 
was suspected; but, concerning the punishment 
our 4aughter Agnes hinted, I know of hone he stdT- 
fered. She probably alluded to the severe one 
which an exasperated conscience can inflict. Be- 
ware, my children, of incurring so terrible a punish- 
ment^it is the purgatory of this life ! The late 
marchioness I knew well; she was a pattern to 
such as live in the world ; nay, our sacred order 
neednot have blushed to copy her virtues ! Our 
holy convent received her mortal part ; her heaven- 
ly spirit, I doubt not, ascended to its sanctuary ! 

As the abbess spoke this, the last bell of vespers 
struck up, and she rose. Let us go, my children, 
said she, and intercede for the wretched ; let us go 
and confess our sins, and endeavour to purify our 
souls for the heaven to which she is ^one ! 

Emily wa^ affected by the solemnity of this ex^ 
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hortation, and remembering her father, The hearen 
to which he too is gone ! said she faintly, as she 
suppressed her sighs, and followed the abbess and 
nuns to the chapel. 



CHAPTER XIII. 



Be tfaou a spirit of h,ealtfa, or ^blin damti'd. 

Bring with tbee airs from heaven, or blasts from hell^ 

Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 

• . , . I will speak to thee. .... 

Hamlet. 

Count de Villefort at length received a letter 
from the advocate at Avignon, encouraging Emilj 
to assert her claim to the estates of the late Ma- 
dame Montoni ; and about the same time a mes* 
senger arrived from Monsieur Que8ne],with intelli- 
gence that made an appeal to the law on this sub- 
ject unnecessary, since it appeared that the only 
person who could have opposed her claim was now 
DO more. A friend of M. Quesnel, who resided at 
Venice, had sent him an account of the death of 
Montoni, who had been brought to trial with Or- 
sino, as his supposed accomplice in the murder of 
the Venetian nobleman. Orsino was found guilty, 
condemned, and executed upon the wheel ; but no- 
thing being discovered to criminate Montoni and 
his colleagues on this charge, they were all released 
except Montoni, who, being considered by the 
senate as a very dangerous person, was, for other 
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Teas9i^s^ ordered again into confinement, where it 
was fiaid he had died in a doubtful and mysterious 
manner, and not without suspicion of having been 
poisoned. The authority from which M . Quesnel 
had received .this information would not allow him 
to doubt its truth ; and he told Emily, that she had 
now only to lay claim to the estates of her late aunt, 
to secure them ; and added, that he would himself 
assist in the necessary forms of this business. The 
term for which La Vallee had been let being now 
also nearly expired, he acquainted her with the cir« 
cumstance, and advised her to take the road thither 
through Thoulouse, where he promised to meet her, 
and where it would be proper for her tQ take pos- 
session of the estates of the late Madame Montoni; 
adding that he would spare her any difficulties that 
might occur on that occasion from thewant of know- 
ledge on the subject, and that he believed it would 
be necessary for her to be at Thoulouse in about 
three weeks from the present time. 

An increase of fortune seemed to have awakened 
this sudden kindness in M. Quesnel towards his 
niece; and it appeared that he enteftaioed more> 
respect for the rich heiress, than he had ever felt 
compassion for the poor and mifriended orphan. 

The pleasure with which she received this intelli- 
gence, was clouded," when she considered that he, 
K)r whose sake she had once regretted the want of 
fortune, was no longer worthy of sharing it with 
her ; but remembering the friendly admonition of 
the count, she checked this melancholy reflection, 
and endeavoured to feel only gratitude for the un- 
expected good that now attended her; while it 
formed no inconsiderable part of her satisfaction to 
know that La Vallee, her native home, which was 
endeared to her by its having been the residence of 
her parents, would soon be restored to her posses- 

b2 
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sion. There she meant to fix her future residence » 
for, though it could not be compared with the cha- 
teau atXhoulouse, eitherfor extent or magnificence, 
its pleasant scenes, and the tender remembrances 
that haunted them, had claims upon her heartwhich 
she was not inclined to sacrifice to ostentation* She 
wrote immediately to thank M. Quesnel for the ac« 
tive interest he took in her concerns, and to say 
that she would meet him at Thoulouse at the ap- 
pointed time. 

When Count de Villefort, with Blanche, came to 
the convent to give Emily the advice of the advo- 
cate, he was informed of the contents of M, Ques- 
rteFs letter^ and gave his sincere congratulations on 
the occasion ; but she observed, that when the first 
expression of satisfaction had faded from his coun- 
tenance, an unusual gravity succeeded, and she 
scarcely hesitated to inquire its cause. 

It has no new occasion, replied the count ; I am 
harassed and perplexed by the confusion into which 
my family is thrown by their foolish superstition. 
Idle reports are floating round me, which I can' 
neither admit to be true, nor prove to be false ; and 
I am also very anxious about the poor fellow Lu* 
dovico, concerning whom I have not been able to 
obtain information. Every part of the chateau^ 
and every part of the neighbourhood too, has, 1 be* 
lieve, been searched, and I know not what further 
can be done, since I have already offered large re* 
wards for the discovery of him. The keys of the 
north apartment I hitve not suffered to be out of 
my possession since he disappeared, and I mean to 
watch in those chanibers myself this very night. 

Emily, seriously alarmed ,for the count, united 
her entreaties with those of the Lady Blanche, to 
dissuade him from his purpose; 

What should I fear*'' said he* I have no faith 
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hi supernatural combats; and for human opposition 
I shall be prepared ; nay, I will even promise not 
to watch alone. 

But who, dear Sir, will have courage enough to 
watch with you ? said Emily. 

My son, replied the count. If I am not carried 
off in the night, added he smiling, you shall hear 
the result of ray adventure to-morrow. 

The count and Lady Blanche shortly afterwards 
took leave of Emily, and returned to the chateau, 
where he informed Henri of his intention, who, not 
without some secret reluctance, consented to be 
the partner of his watch ; and when the design wa^ 
mentioned after supper, the countess was terrified^ 
and the baron and M, Du Pont joined with her in 
entreating that he would not tempt his fate as Lu- 
dovico had done. We know not, added the baron, 
the nature or the power of an evil spirit ; and that 
such a spirit haunts those chambers can now, I 
think, scarcely be doubted. Beware, my lord, how 
you provoke his vengeance, since it has already 
given us one terrible example of its malice. I al- 
low it may be probable that the spirits of the dead 
are permitted to return to the earth only on occa- 
sions of high import; but the present import may 
jbe your destruction. 

The count could not forbear smiling : Do you 
think then. Baron, said he, that my destruction is 
of sufficient importance to draw back to earth the 
soul of the departed ? Alas ! my good friend, there 
is no occasion for such means to accomplish the 
destruction of any individual. Wherever the my- 
stery rests, I trust I shall this night be able to de- 
tect it. You know I am not superstitious. 

I know that you are incredulous, interrupted the 
baron. 
Well, call it what you will; I meant to say, that 

r3 
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though you know I am free from superstition — if 
any thing supeniatural has appeared, I douht not 
it will appear to me ; and if any strange event hangs 
over my house, or if any extraordinary transaction 
has formerly been connected with it, 1 shall proba- 
bly be made acquainted with it. At all events I 
will invite distovery ; and that I may be equal to 
a mortal attack, which in good truth, my friend, is 
i^hat 1 most expect, I shall take care to be well 
armed. 

The count took leave of his family for tlie night 
with an assumed gaiety, which but ill concealed the 
anxiety that depressed his spirits, and retired to 
the north apartments, accompanied by his son, and 
followed by the baron, M. Du Pont, and some of 
the domestics, who all bade him good night at the 
outer door. In these chambers every thing ap* 

E eared as when he had last been here : even in the 
ed-room no alteration was visible, where he lights 
ed his own fire, for non&of the domestics could be 
prevailed upon to venture thither. Afler carefully 
examining the chamber and the oriel, the count and 
Henri drew their chairs upon the hearth, set a bot^ 
tie of wine and a lamp before them, laid their swords 
upon the table, and, stirring the wood into a blaze, 
began to converse on indifferent topics. But Hen- 
ri was often silent and abstracted, and sometimes 
threw a glance of mingled awe and curiosity round 
the gloomy apartment ; while the count gradually 
ceased to converse, and sat either lost in thought, 
or reading avolumeof Tacitus, which he had brought 
to beguile th^ tcdiousness of the night. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Give thy thoughts no tongue. 

Shakspeark. 

The Baron St. Foix, whom anxiety for his friend 
had kept awake, rose early to inquire the event of 
the nignt ; when, as he passed the count's closet, 
hearing steps within, he knocked at the door, and 
it wa^ opened by his friend himself. Rejoicing to 
see him in safety, and curious to learn the occur- 
rences of the night, he had not hnmediately leisure 
to observe the unusual gravity that overspread the 
features of the count, whose reserved answers first 
occasioned him to notice it. The count, then 
smiling, endeavoured to treat the subject of his 
curiosity with levity ; but the baron was serious, 
and pursued his inquiries so closely, that the count 
at length, resuming his gravity, said, Well, my 
friend, press the subject no further, 1 entreat you ; 
and let me request also, that you will hereafter be 
silent upon any thing you may think extraordinary 
in my future conduct. I do not scruplie to tell you 
that I am unhappy, and that the watch of the last 
night has not assisted me to discover Ludovico ; 
upon every occurrence of the night you mui^t ex- 
cuse my reserve. 

But where is Henri? said the baron with sur- 
prise and disappointment at this denial. 

He is well in his own apartment, replied the 
count. You will not question him on this topic> 
my friend, since you know my wish. 

Certainly not, said the baron somewhat chagrined, 
since it would l^e displeasing to you ; but oiethinkSf 
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my friend, you might rely on my discretion, and 
drop this unusual reserve. -However, you must al- 
low me to suspect that you have seen reason to be- 
come a convert to my system, and are no longer 
the incredulous knight you lately appeared to be. 
Let us talk no more upon this subject, said the 
count : you may be assured that no ordinary cir- 
cumstance has imposed this silence upon me, to- 
wards a friend whom 1 have called so for near thirty 
years ; and my present reserve cannot make you 
Question either my esteem, or the sincerity of my 
friendship. 

I will not doubt either, said the baron, though 
you must allow me to express my surprise at this 
silence. 

To me I will allow it, replied the count ; but I 
earnestly enireat that you will forbear to notice it 
to my family, as well as every thing remarkable 
you may observe in my conduct towards them. 

The baron readily promised this ; and after con- 
versing for some time on general topics, they de- 
scended to the breakfast-room, where the count 
met his family with a cheerful countenance, and 
evaded their inquiries by employing light ridicule 
and assuming an air of uncommon gaiety, while he 
assured them thatthey neednot apprehend any thing 
from the north chambers, since Henri and himself 
had been permitted to returi; from them in safety. 
Henri, however, was less successful in disguising 
his feelings. From his countenance an expression 
of terror was not entirely faded ; he was often silent 
and thoughtful ; and when he attempted to laugh 
at the eager inquiries of Mademoiselle Beam, it 
was evidently only an attempt. 

In the evening, the count called, as he had pro- 
mised, at the convent, and Emily was surprised to 
perceive a mixture of playful ridicule and of reserve 
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in his mention of the north apartment. Of what 
had occurred there, however, he said nothing ; and 
when she ventured to remind him of his promise to 
tell her the result of his inquiries, and to ask if he 
had received any proof that those chambers were 
haunted, his look became solemn for a moment : 
then, seeming to recollect himself, he smiled, and 
said, My dear Emily, do not suffer my lady abbess 
to infect your good understanding with these 
fancies : she will teach you to expect a ghost in 
every dark room. But believe me, added he with 
a profound sigh, the apparition of the dead comet 
not on light or sportive errands, to terrify or to sur- 
prise the timid. He paused, and fell into a mo- 
mentary thoughtfulness, and then added, We will 
say no more on this subject. 

Soon after, he took leave ; and when Emily join- 
ed some of the nuns, she was surprised to find them 
acquainted with a circumstance which she had care- 
fully avoided to mention, and expressing their ad- 
miration of his intrepidity in having dared to pass 
a night in the apartment whence Ludovico had dis- 
appeared ; for she had not considered with what ra- 
pidity a tale of wonder circulates. The nuns had ac- 
quired their information from peasants who brought 
fruit to the monastery, and whose whole attention 
had been fixed, since the disappearance of Ludo- 
vico, on what was passing in the castle. 

Emily listened in silence to the various opiniona . 
of the nuns coiK:erning the conduct of th^ count» 
most of whom condemned it as rash and presump- 
tuous, afiirming that it was provoking the ven- 
geance of an evil spirit, (hus to intrude upon its 
haunts. 

Sister Frances contended, that the count had 
acted with the bravery of a virtuous mind. He J^new 
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himself guiltless of aught that should provoke a 
good spirit, and did not fear the spells of an evil 
one, since he could claim the protection of a higlier 
power; of Him U'ho can command the wicked, and 
will protect the innocent. 

The guilty cannot claim that protection ! said 
«ister Agnes. Let the count look to his conduct, 
that he do not forfeit his claim ! * Yet who is he that 
shall dare to call himself innocent ? — all earthly in- 
nocence is but comparative. Yet still how wide 
asunder are the extremes of guilt, and to what a 
horrible depth may we fall ! Oh !— ^ — 

The nun, as she concluded, uttered a shuddering 
sigh, that startled Emily, who looking up perceiv- 
ed the eyes of Agnes fixed on hers ; after which 
the sister rose, took her hand, gazed earnestly upon 
her countenance for some moments in silence, and 
then said — 

You are young — you are innocent ! I mean you 
are yet innocent of any great crime ! — But you have 
passions in your heart, — scorpions : they sleep now 
— beware how you awaken them ! — they will sting 
you, even unto death ! 

Emily, affected by these words, and by the solem- 
nity with which they. were delivered, could not sup- 
press her tears. 

Ah ! is it so ? exclaimed Agnes, her countenance 
softening from its sternness ; so young, and so un- 
fortunate ! We are sisters, then, indeed. Yet there 
is no bond of kindness among the guilty, she added, 
while her eyes resumed their wild expression, no 
gentleness — no peace, no hope 1 I knew them all 
once — my eyes could weep — but now they burn ; 
for now my soul is. fixed and fearless ! — ^1 lament 
no more! 

j^ther let us repent and pray, said another nun. 
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We are taught to hope that prayer and pemtence 
will work our salvation. There is hope for all who 
repent ! ' 

Who repent and turn to the true faith, observed 
sister Frances. 

For all but me! replied Agnes solemnly , who 
paused, and then abruptly added, My bead bums ; 
I believe I am not well. O ! could 1 strike from 
my memory alt former scenes— the figures that rise 
up, like furies, to torment nve ! — I see them when I 
sleep, and when I am awake : they are still before 
my eyes ! I see them now — now ! 

She stood in a fixed attitude of horror, her strain- 
ing eyes moving slowly round the room, as if they 
followed something. One of the nuns gently took 
her hand, to lead her from the parlour. Agnes be- 
came calm, drew her other hand across her eyes, 
looked again, and, sighing deeply, said. They are 
gone — ^they are goi^e ! I am feverish, I know not 
what I say. I am thus sometimes, but it will go ofiT 
again ; I shall soon be better< — Was not that the 
vesper-bell ? 

No, replied Frances, the evening service is passed. 
Let Margaret lead you to your cell. 

You are right, replied sister Agnes, I shall be 
better there. Good night, my sisters ; remember 
me in your orisons. 

When they had withdrawn, Frances, €>bserving 
Emily's emotions, said. Do not be alarmed, our sister 
is often thus deranged, though I have not lately 
seen her so frantic; her usual mood is melancholy, 
lliis fit has been coming on for several days ; seclu- 
sion and the customary treatment will restore her. 

But how rationally she conversed at first 1 ob- 
served Emily; her ideas followed each other in per- 
fect order. 

Yes, replied the bud, thid k nothing new; nay> 
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I have sometimes knowa her argue not only ttri(fa 
method but with acuteness, and then in a moment 
start off into madness. 

Her conscience seems afflicted, said Emily; did 
you ever hear what circumstance reduced her to 
this deplorable condition ? 

I have, replied the nun, who said no more ti)i. 
Emily repeated the question ; when she added in a 
low voice, and looking significantly towards the 
other boarders,- 1 cannot tell you now ; but, if you 
think it worth your while, come to my cell to night, 
when our sisterhood are at rest, and you shall hear 
more ; but remember we rise to midnight prayers, 
and come either before or after midnight. 

Emily promised to remember ; and the abbess 
soon after appearing, they spoke no more of the un- 
happy nun. 

Ihe count meanwhile, on his return home, had 
found M. Du Pont in one of ^hose fits of despond- 
ency which his attachment to Emily frequently oc- 
casioned him, an attachment that had subsisted too 
long to be easily subdued, and which had already 
outlived the opposition of His friends. M. Du Pont 
had first seen Emily in Gascony during the life- time 
of his parent, who, on discovering his son's partia- 
lity for Mademoiselle St.Auberc, his inferior in point 
of fortune, forbade him to declare it to her family, 
or to think of her more. During the life of his fa- 
ther he had observed the first command, but had 
found It impracticable to obey the second, and had 
sometimes soothed his passion by visiting her f»* 
vourite haunts, among which was the fishing-houscy 
where, once or twice, he addressed her in verse, 
concealing his name in obedience to the promise 
he had given his father. There too he played the 
pathetic air to which she had listened with such sur- 
prise and adiniratioD|[ and there be found the minia- 
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ture that had since cherished a passion fatiU to his 
repose. During this expedition into Italy, his fa- 
ther died ; but he received his liberty at a moment 
when he was the least enabled to pro6t by it, since 
the object that rendered it most valuable was no 
longer within the reach of his vows. By what acci- 
dent he discovered Emily, and assisted to release her 
from a terrible imprisonment, has already appeared, 
and also the unavailing hope with which he then en- 
couraged his love, and the fruitless efforts thai he 
had since made to overcome it. 

The count still endeavoured, with friendly zeal, 
to soothe htm with a belief that patience, perseve- 
rance, and prudence, would finally obtain for him 
happiness and Emily. Time, said he, will wear away 
the melan^oly impression which disappointment 
has left on her mind, and she will be sensible of your 
merit. Your' services have already awakened her 
gratitude, and your sufierings her pity ; and trust 
me, my friend, in a heart so sensible as hers, grati- 
tude and pity lead to love. When her imagination 
is rescued from its present delusion, she will readily 
accept the homage of a mind like yours. 

X>u Pont sighed while he listened to these words; 
and endeavouring to hope what his friend believed/ 
be willingly yielaed to an invitation to prolong his 
visit at the chateau, which we now leave for the 
monastery of St. Claire. 

When the nuns had retired to rest, Emily stole 
to her appointment with sister Frances, whom she 
found in her cell, engaged in prayer before a little 
table, where appeared the image she was addressing, 
and, above, the dim lamp that gave light to thd 
place. Turning her eyes, as the door opened, she 
beckoned to Emily to come in, who, having done so^ 
se9t6d herself in silence beside the nun's little mat- 
tress of straw, till her orisons should conclude. Th^f 
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latter ^oon rose from her knees; and, taking Aavfn 
the lamp and placing it on the table, Emily per- 
ceived there a human skull and bones lying Deside 
an hour-glass : but the nun, without observing her 
emotion, sat down on the mattress by her, saiying, 
Your curiosity, sister, has made you punctual; but 
you have nothing remarkable to hear in the history 
of poor Agnes, of whom I avoided to speak in the 
presence of my lay-sisters, only because I would not 
publish her crime to them. 

I shall consider your confidence in me as a favour, 
said Emily, and will not fnisuse it. 

Sister Agnes, resumed the nun, is of a noble fa- 
mily, as the dignity of her air must already have in- 
formed you; but I will not dishonour their name so 
much as to reveal it. Love was the occasion of her 
crime and of her madness. She wak beloved by a 
gentleman of inferior fortune ; and her father, as I 
nave heard, bestowing her on a nobleman whom 
she dishked, an ill-governed passion proved her de- 
struction. Every obligation of virtue and of duty 
was forgotten, and she profaned her marfiage- vows; 
but her guilt was soon detected, and she would have 
fallen a sacrifice to the vengeance of her husband, 
had not her father contrived to convey her from his 
power. By what means he did this, I never could 
learn ; but he secreted her in this convent, where he 
atlerwards prevailed with her to take the veil, while 
a report was circulated in the world that she was 
dead ; and the father, to save his daughter, assisted 
the rumour, and employed such means as induced 
her husband to believe she had become a victim to 
his jealousy. You look surprised, added the nun, 
observing Emily's countenance ; . I allow the story 
is uncommon, but not, I believci without a pa- 
rallel. 

Fray proceed, said Emily, I am interested. 
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The story is already told, resumed the nun ; I 
have only to mention, that the long struggle which 
Agnes suffered between love, remorse, and a sense 
of the duties she had taken upon herself in becom- 
ing of our order, at length unsettled her reason. At 
first she was frantic and melancholy by quick alter- 
natives ; then she sunk into a deep and settled me- 
lancholy, which still, however, has at times been in- 
terrupted by fits of wildness, and of late these have 
again been frequent. 

Emily was affected by the history of the sister, 
some parts of whose story brought to her remem- 
brance that of the Marchioness de Villeroi, who had 
also been compelled by her father to forsake the ob- 
ject of her affections, for a nobleman of his choice ; 
but, from what Dorotheehad related, there appeared 
no reason to suppose that she had escaped the ven- 
geance of a jealous husband, or to doubt for a mo- 
ment the innocence of her conduct. But £mily» 
while she sighed over the misery of the nun, could 
not forbear shedding a few tears to the misfortune^ 
of the marchioness ; and when she returned to the 
mention of sister Agnes, she asked Frances if she re- 
membered her in her youth, and whether she wait 
then beautiful. 

I was not here at the time when she took the 
vows, replied Frances, whioh is so long ago that 
few of the present sisterhood, I, believe, were wit- 
nesses of the ceremony ; nay, even our lady mother 
did not then preside over the convent : but I can 
remember when sister Agnes was a very beautiful 
woman. She retains that air of high rank which 
always distinguished her, but her beauty, you must 
perceive, is fled ; I can scarcely discover even a ves-r 
tige of the loveliness that once animated her fea* 
fures. 

It is strange, said Emily, but there are moment? 

s2 
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when her countenance has appeared familiar to my 
memory ! You will think me fanciful ; and I thinic 
myself so, for I certainly never saw sister Agnea 
before I came to this conver»t, and I must therefore 
have seen some person whom she strongly resembles, 
though of this 1 have no recollection. 

You have been interested by the deep melancholy 
of her countenance, said Frances, and its impression 
has probably deluded your imagination; for I might 
as reasonably think I perceive a likeness between 
you and Agnes, as you, that you have $een her any 
where but m this convent, since this has been her^ 
place of refuge for nearly as many years as make 
your 8ge. 

Indeed ! said Em'ly. 

Yes, rejoined Frances, and why does that circum* 
stance excite your surprise ? 

Emily did not appear to notice this question, but 
remained thoughtful for a fev/ moments, and then 
said. It was about that same period that the Mar- 
chioness de Villeroi expired. 

That is an odd remark, said Frances. 

Emily, recalled from her reverie, smiled, and gave 
the conversation another turn ; but it soon came 
back to the subject of the unhappy nun, and Emily 
remained in the cell of sister Frances till the mid- 
night bell aroused her ; when apologizing for hav- 
ing interrupted the sister's repose till this late hour, 
they quitted the cell together. Emily returned to 
her chamber, and the nun, bearing a glimmering 
taper, went to her devotion in the chapel. 

Several days followed, during which Emily saw 
neither the count, nor any of his family; and when 
at length he appeared, she remarked, with concern, 
that his air was unusually disturbed. 

My spirits are harassed, said he, in answer to her 
anxious inquiries, and I mean to change my resi- 
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dence for a little while, an experiment which I hope 
^ill restore my mind to its usual tranquillity. My 
daughter and myself will accompany the Baron St. 
FohL to his chateau. It lies in a valley of the Pyrenees 
that opens towards Gascony, and I have been think« 
ug, Emily, that when you set out for La Valine we 
may go part of the way together ; it would be a sa- 
tjusfaction to me to guard you towards your home. 

She thtoked the count for his friendly consider- 
ation, and lamented that the necessity for her going 
first to Thoulouse would render this plan imprac- 
ticable. But when you are at the baron's residence, 
she added, you will be only a short journey from La 
Valine, and I think, Sir, you will not leave the coun- 
tiT without visiting me ; it is unnecessary to say 
with what pleasure I should receive you and the 
Lady Blanche. 

I do not doubt it, replied the count, and I will 
not deny myself and Blanche the pleasure of visiting 
you, if your affairs should allow you to be at La 
Valine about the time when we can meet you there. 

When Emily said that she should hope to see the 
countess also, she w^ not sorry to learn that this 
lady was going, accompanied by Mademoiselle 
Beam, to pay a visit for a few weeks to a family in 
Lower Languedoc. 

The count, after some further conversation on his 
intended journey and on the arrangement of Emily's, 
f ook leave : and many days did not succeed this visit 
before a second letter from M. Quesnel informed her 
that he was then at Thoulouse, that La Valine was 
at liberty, and that he wished her to set off for the 
iformer place, where he awaited her arrival with all 
possible dispatch, since his own affairs pressed him 
to return to Gascony. Emily did not hesitate to 
obey him ; and having taken an affecting leave of 
the count's family, in which M. Du Pont was still 

s3 
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included, and of her friends at the convent, she set 
out for Thoulouse attended by the unhappy Annette, 
and guarded by a steady servant of the count. 



CHAPTER XV. 



Luird in the countless chambers of the brain^ 
Our thoughts are linked by many a hidden chain ; 
Awake but one, and lo, what myriads rise ! 
Kach stamps its image as the other flies. 

Pleasures of Memoet* 

Emily pursued her journey without any accident, 
, along the plains of Languedoc towards the north- 
west ; and on this her return to Thoulouse, which 
.she had last left with Madame Montoni, she thought 
much on the melancholy fate of her aunt, who but 
for her own imprudence might now have been living 
in happiness there ! Montoni, too, oflen rose to her 
fancy, such as she had seen him in his days of tri- 
umph, bold, spirited, and commanding ; such also 
as she had since beheld him in his days of ven- 
geance; and now, only a few short months had 
passed — and he had no longer the power or the will 
to afflict; — he had become a clod of earth, and his 
life was vanished like a shadow ^ Emily could have 
wept at his fate, had she not remembered his crimes ; 
for that of her unfortunate aunt she did weep; and 
all sense of her errors was overcome by the recol- 
lection of her misfortunes. 

Other thoughts and other emotions succeeded as 
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£mily drew near the well-knowa scenes of her early 
love, and/;onsidered that Valapcourt was lost to her 
and to himself for eVer. At length she came to the 
brow of the hill, whence, on her departure for Italy, 
she had given a farewell look to this beloved land* 
scape, amongst whose woods and fields she had so 
oflen walked with Valancourt, and where he was 
then to inhabit, when she would be far, far away ! 
She saw, once more, that chain of the Pyrenees 
which overlooked La Valine, rising like faint clouds 
on the horizon. There, too, is Gascony extended at 
their feet ! said she : O my father —my mother ! And 
there too is the Garonne! she added, drying the 
tears that obscured her sight — and Thoulouse, and 
my aunt's mansion— and the groves in her garden I 
i — O my friends! are ye all lost to me? — must I never, 
never see you more? Tears rushed again to her eyes, 
and she continued to weep, till an abrupt turn in the 
road had nearly occasioned the carriage to overset, 
when, looking up, she perceived another part of the 
well-known scene around Thoulouse ; and all the 
reflections and anticipations which she had suffered 
at the moment when she bade it last adieu, came 
with re-collected force to her heart. She remem- 
bered how anxiously she had looked forward into 
futurity, which was to decide her happiness concern- 
ing Valancourt, and what depressing fears had as- 
sailed her ; the very words she had uttered, as she 
withdrew her last look from the prospect, came to 
h«r memory. Could I but be certain, she had then 
said, that I should ever return, and that Valancourt 
would still live for me — I should go in peace! 

Now, that futurity so anxiously anticipated was 
arrived : she was returned — but what a dreary blank 
appeared! — Valancourt no longer lived for her ! She 
had no longer even the melancholy satisfaction of 
contemplating his image in her heart, for he was na 
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longer the same Valancourt she had cherished there 
— the solace of many a mournful hour, the anima- 
ting friend that had enabled her to bear up against 
the oppression of Montoni — the distant hope that 
had beamed over her gloomy prospect ! On perceiv- 
ing this beloved idea to be an illusion of her own 
creation, Valancourt seemed to be annihilated, and 
her soul sickened at the blank that remained. His 
marriage with a rival, even his death, she thought 
she could have endured with more fortitude than 
this discovery; for then, amidst all her grief, she 
could have looked in secret upon the image of good- 
ness which her fancy had drawn of him, and comfort 
would have mingled with her suffering ! 

Drying her tears, she looked once more upon the 
landscape which had excited thera^ and perceived 
that she was passing the very bank where she had 
taken leave of Valancourt on the morning of her 
de})arture from Thoulouse ; and she now saw him 
through her returning tears, such as he had appear- 
ed when she looked from the carriage to give him a 
last adieu — saw him leaning mournfully against the 
high trees, aud remembered the fixed look of mingled 
tenderness and anguish with which he had then re- 
garded her. This recollection was top much for her 
heart, and she sunk back in the carriage, nor once 
looked up till it stopped at the gates of what wa^ 
now her own mansion. 

These being opened, and by the servant to whosQ 
pare the chateau had been intrusted, the carriage 
drove into the court, where alighting, she hastily 
passed through the great hall, now silent and soli- 
tary, to a large oak parlour, the common sitting- 
room of the late Madame Montoni ; where, instead 
pf being received by M. Quesnel, she found a letter 
from him, informing her that business of conse- 
quence had obliged him to leave Thoulouse two days- 
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before. Emily was, upon the whole, not sorry to be 
spared his presence, since his abrupt departure ap- 
peared to indicate the same indifference with which 
he had formerly regarded her. This letter inform- 
ed her, also, of the progress he had made in the 
settlement oi' her affairs; and concluded with direc- 
tions concerning the forms of some business which 
remained for her to transact. But M. QuesneFs un- 
kindness did not long occupy her thoughts, which 
returned to the remembrance of the persons she had 
been accustomed to see in this mansion, and chiefly 
of the ill-guided and unfortunate Madame Montoni. 
In the room where she now sat, she had breakfasted 
with her on the morning of their departure for Italy ; 
and the view of it brought most forcibly to her re- 
collection all she had herself suffered at that time» 
and the many gay expectations which her aunt had 
formed respecting the journey before her. While 
Emily's mind was thus engaged, her eyes wandered 
unconsciously to a large window that looked upoi^ 
the garden, and here new memorials of the past 
spoke to her heart ; for she saw extended before her 
the very avenue in which she had parted with Va- 
kmcourt on the eve of her journey ; and all the 
anxiety, the tender interest he had shown concern- 
ing her future happiness, his earnest remonstrances 
against her committing herself to the power of Mon-» 
toni, and the truth of his affection, came afresh to 
her memory. At this moment it appeared almost 
impossible that Valancourt could have become un- 
worthy of her regard : and she doubted all that she 
had lately heard to his disadvantage, and even his 
own words, which had confirmed Count de Villefort's 
report of him. Overcome by the recollections which 
the view of this avenue occasioned, she turned ab- 
ruptly from the window, and sunk into a chair beside 
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St> where she sat, given up to grief, till the entrance 
of Annette with coffee aroused her. 

Dear Madam, how melancholy this place looks 
now, said Annette, to what it used to do ! It is dis- 
mal coming home, when there is nobody to welcome 
one! 

This was not the moment in which Emily could 
bear the remark; her tears fell again; and as soon 
as she had taken the coffee she retired to her apart- 
menty where she endeavoured to repose her fatigued 
spirits. But busy memory would still supply her 
with the visions of former times : she saw Valai)-' 
court interesting and benevolent, as he had been 
wont to appear in the days of their early love, and 
amidst the scenes where she had believed that they 
should some time pass their years together ! — bi^t 
at length sleep closed these afflicting scenes from her 
view. 

On the following morning, serious occupation re« 
covered her from such melancholy reflections ; for^ 
being desirous of quitting Thoulouse, and of hasten-* 
ing on to La Vallee, she made some inquiries into 
the condition of the estate, and immediately dis« 
patched a part of the necessary business concerning 
it, according to the directions of Mons. Quesnel. It 
required a strong effort to abstract her thoughts 
from other interests sufficiently to attend to this; 
but she was rewarded for her exertions by again ex- 
periencing, that employment is the surest antidote 
to sorrow. 

This day was devoted entirely to business ; and 
among other concerns she employed means to learn 
thtt situation of all her poor tenants, that she might 
relieve their wants, or confirm their comforts. 

In the evening, her spirits were so muph strength- 
ened that she thought she could bear to visit the 
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gardens where she had so often walked with Valan- 
court: and knowing that if she delayed to do so 
their scenes would only affect her the more whenever 
they should be viewed, she took advantage of the 
present state of her mind, and entered them. 

Passing hastily the gate leading from the court 
into the gardens, she hurried up the great avenue, 
scarcely permitting her memory to dwell for a mo- 
ment on the circumstance of her having here parted 
with Valancourt, and soon quitted this for other 
walks less interesting to her heart. These brought 
h6r at length to the flight of steps that led from the 
lower garden to the terrace, on seeing which, she 
became agitated, and hesitated whether to ascend ; 
but, her resolution returning, she proceeded. 

Ah ! said Emily as she ascended, these are the 
same high trees that used to wave over the terrace, 
und these the same flowery thickets — the laburnum, 
the wild rose, and the cerinthe— which were wont to 
grow beneath them ! Ah ! and there too, on that 
bank are the very plants which Valancourt so care- 
fully reared ! — O when last 1 saw them ! — She 
checked the thought, but could not restrain her 
tears ; and after walking slowly on for a few mo- 
ments, her agitation upon the view of this well- 
known scene increased so much, that she was ob- 
liged to stop, and lean upon the wall of the terrace. 
It was a mild and beautiful evening. The sun was 
setting over the extensive landscape, to which his 
beams, sloping from beneath a dark cloud that over- 
hung the west, gave rich and partial colouring, and 
touched the tufted summits of the groves that rose 
from the garden below with a yellow gleam, Emily 
and Valancourt had often admired together this 
scene at the same hour ; and it was ex&ctly on this 
spot that, on the night precedirig her departure for 
Italy, she had listened tD his remonstrancw against 



fi04« MYStEHtES 01? UbOLl^HO. 

the journey, and to the pleadings of passionate af* 
fectlon. Some observations which she made on the 
landscape brought this to her remembrance, and 
with it all the minute particulars of that conver- 
sation ; the alarming doubts he had expressed con- 
cerning Montoni, doubts which had since been fa- 
tally confirmed ; the reasons and entreaties he had 
employed to prevail with her to consent to am im- 
mediate marriage ; the tenderness of his Jove, the 
paroxysms of his grief, and the conviction he had 
repeatedly expressed, that they should never meet 
again in happiness ! All these circumstances rose 
afresh to her mind, and awakened the various emo- 
tions she had then suffered. Her tenderness for 
Yalancourt became as powerful as in the moments 
when she thought that she was parting with him 
and happiness together, and when the strength of 
her niind had enabled her to triumph over present 
suffering, rather than to deserve the reproach of her 

conscience by engaging in a clandestine marriage. 

Alas 1 said Emily, as these recollections came to her 
mind, and what have I gained by the fortitude I 
then practised? — am I happy now? — He said, we 
should meet no more in happmess; but, 1 he little 
thought his own misconduct would separate us, and 
lead to the very evil he then dreaded ! 

Her reflections increased her anguish, while she 
was compelled to acknowledge that the fortitude she 
had formerly exerted, if it had not conducted her to 
happiness, had saved her from irretrievable raisfor- 
tunfe, from Valancourt himself ! But in these tpo^ 
ments she could not congratulate herself on the pru- 
dence that had saved her ; she could onlyJaraenf, 
with bitterest anguish, the circumstances which had 
conspired to betray Valancourt into a course of life 
so different from tnat which the virtues, the taste, 
f^nd the pursuits of his early years had promised ; but 
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the still bved him too well to believe that his heart 
was even now depraved, though his conduct had 
been criminal. An observation which had fallei^ 
from M. St. Aubert more than once, now occurred 
to her. This young roan, said he, speaking of Va- 
lancourt, has never been at Paris : a remark that had 
surprised her at the time it was uttered, but which 
she now understood; and she exclaimed sorrowfully, 
O Valancourt! if such a friend as my father had been 
with you at Paris — your noble, ingenuous nature 
would not have fallen ! 

The sun was now set ; and recalling her thoughts 
from their melancholy subject, she continued her 
walk ; for the pensive shade of twilight was pleasing 
to her, and the nightingales from the surrounding 
groves began to answer each other in the long- 
drawn plaintive note whiph always touched her 
heart ; while all the fragrance of the flowery thickets 
that bounded the terrace, was awakened by the cool 
evening air, which floated so lightly among their 
leaves, that they scarcely trembled as it passed. 

Emily came at length to the steps of the pavilion 
that terminated the terrace, and where her last in- 
terview with Valancourt, before her departure from 
Thoulouse, had so unexpectedly taken place. The 
door^as now shut, and she trembled while she 
hesitated whether to open it ; but her wish to see 
again a place which had been the chief scene of her 
former happiness, at length overcoming her reluc- 
tance to encounter the painful regret it would renew, 
she entered. The room was obscured by a melan- 
choly shade ; but through the open lattices, dark- 
ened by the hanging foliage of the vines, appeared 
the dusky landscape, the Garonne reflecting the 
eveping light, and the west still glowing. A chair 
was placed near one of the balconies, as if some per- 
son had been sitting there; but the other furniture 
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of the pavilion remained exactly as usual, and Emily 
thought it looked as if it had not once been moved 
since she set out for Italy. 'J'he silent and deserted 
air of the place added solemnity to her emotions; for 
she heard only the low whisper of the breeze as it 
shook the leaves of the vines^ and the very faint 
murmur of the Garonne. 

She seated herself in a chair near the lattice, and 
yielded to the sadness of her heart, while she recol- 
lected the circumstances of her parting interview 
with Valancourt on this spot. It was here, too, that 
she had passed some of the happiest hours of her 
life with him, when her aunt favoured the connex- 
ion ; for here she had often sat and worked, while 
he conversed or read ; and she now well remem- 
bered with what discriminating judgement, with 
what tempered energy, he used to repeat some of 
the sublimest passages of their favourite authors; 
how often he would pause to admire with her their 
excellence, and with what tender delight he would 
listen to her remarks, and correct her taste. 

And is it possible, said Emily, as these recollec- 
tions returned — is it possible that a mind so suscep- 
tible of whatever is grand or beautiful, could stoop 
to low pursuits, and be subdued by frivolous temp- 
tations ? 

She remembered how oflen she had seen the sud- 
den tear start in his eye, and had heard his voice 
tremble with emotion, while he related any great or 
benevolent action, or repeated a sentiment of the 
same character. And such a mind, said she, such 
a heart, were to be sacrificed to the habits of a great 
city 1 

These recollections becoming too painful to be en- 
dured, she abruptly left the pavilion, and, anxious to 
€Scapefrom the memorialsof her departed happiness, 
returned towards the chateau. As she passed along 
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the terrace, she perceived a person walking with a 
slow step and a dejected air, under the trees, at 
some distance. The twilight, which was now deep, 
would not allow her to distinguish who it was, and 
she imagined it to be one of the servants, till the 
sound of her steps seeming to reach him, he turned 
half round, and she thought she saw Valancourt ! 

Whoever it was, he instantly struck among the 
thickets on the left, and disappeared ; while Emily,, 
her eyes fixed on the place whence he had vanished, 
and her frame trembling so excessively that she 
could scarcely support herself, remained for some 
moments unable to quit the spot, and scarcely con^p 
scious of existence. With her recollection her 
strength returned, and she hurried towards the 
house, where she did not venture to inquire who had 
been in the gardens, lest she should betray her emo- 
tion; and she sat down alone, endeavouring to re-* 
collect the figure, air, and features, of the person sjie 
had just seen. Her view of him, however, had been 
so transient, and the gloom had rendered it so im- 
perfect, that she could remember nothing with 
exactness ; yet the general appearance of his figure^ 
and his abrupt departure, made her still believe that 
this person was Valancourt. Sometimes, indeed, 
she thought that her fancy, which had been occupied 
by the idea of him, had suggested his image to her 
uncertain sight: but this conjecture was fleeting^ 
If it was himself whom she had seen, she wondered 
Hiuch that he should be at Thoulouse, and more, 
how he had gahied admittance into the garden : but 
as often as her impatience prompted her to inquire 
whether any stranger had been admitted, she wa$ 
restrained by an unwillingness to betray her doubts; 
and the evening was passed in anxious conjecture, 
and in efforts to dismiss the subject from her 
thoughts. But these endeavours were ineffectual ; 

t 2 
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and a thousand inconsistent emotions assailed her, 
whenever she fancied that Valancourt might be near 
her : now she dreaded it to be true, and now she 
feared it to be false ; and while she constantly tried 
to persuade herself that she wished the person whoior 
she had seen might not be Valancourt, her heart as 
constantly contradicted her reason. 

The following day was occupied by the visits of 
several neighbouring families, formerly intiminte 
-with Madame Montoni, who came to condole with 
Emilv on her death, to congratulate her upon the 
acquisition of these estates, and to inquire about 
Montoni, and concerning the strange reports they 
had heard of her own situation ; all which was done 
with the utmost decorum, and the visitors departed 
with as much composure as they had arrived. 

Emily was wearied by these formalities, and dis- 
* gusted by the subservient manners of many persons, 
who had thought her scarcely worthy of common at- 
tention while she was believed to be a dependant on 
Madame IVIontoni ! 

Surely, said she, there is some magic in wealth, 
which can thus make persons pay their court to it, 
when it does not even benefit themselves. How 
strange it is, that a fool or a, knave, with riches, 
should be treated with more respect by the world, 
than a good man or a wise man in poverty ! 

It was evening before she was left alone, and she 
then wished to have refreshed her spirits in the free 
air of her garden ; but she feared to go thither, lest 
she should meet again the person whom she had 
seen on the preceding night, and he should prove to 
be Valancourt. The suspense and anxiety she suf- 
fiered on this subject, she found all her efforts unable 
to control ; and her secret wish to see Valancourt 
once more, though unseen by him, powerfully 
prompted her to go : but prudence and a delicate 
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prid6 restrained her ; arid she determined to avoid 
the possibility of throwing herself in bis way, by 
forbearing to visit the gardens for several days. 

When, after near a week, she again ventured thi- 
ther, she made Annette her companion, and con- 
fined her walk to the lower grounds; but often 
started as the leaves rustled in the breeze, imagin- 
ing that some person was among the thickets ; and 
at the turn of every alley she looked forward with 
apprehensive expectation. She pursued her walk 
thoughtfully and silently ; for her agitation would 
not suffer her to converse with Annette, to whom, 
however, thought and silence were so intolerablq 
that she did not scruple at length to talk to her mis- 
tress. 

Decfr Madam, said she, why do you start so ? onei 
would think you knew ^hat has happened. 

What has happened!^ said Emily in a Altering 
yoice, and trying to comaiiand her emotion. 

The night before last, you kno^, Madam-— 

1 know nothing, Annette, replied her lady in a 
inore hurried voice. 

The night before last, Madam, there wijs a robbec 
in the garden. 

A robber ! said Emily in an ieager yet doubting 
tone. 

I suppose he was a robber, Madam — What elsQ 
could he be ? 

Where did you see him, Annette? rejoined Emily, 
looking round her, and turning back towards the 
chateau. 

It was not I that saw him, Madam : it was Jean, 
the gardener. It was twelve o'clock at night; and as 
he was coming iacross the court to go the back way 
into the house, what should he see — but somebody 
walking in the avenue that fronts the garden-gate \ 
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So^ with that, Jean guessed how it wias, and he went 
into the house for his gun. 

His gun ! exclaimed Emily. 

Yes, Madam, his gun ; and then he came out into 
the court to watch him. Presently he sees him 
come slowly down the avenue, and lean over the gar- 
den-gate, and look up at the house for a long time ; 
and I warrant he examined it well, and settled what 
window he should break in at. 

But the gun, said Emily — the gun 1 

Yes, Madam, all in good time. Presently, Jean 
says, the robber opened the gate, and was coming 
into the court, and then he thought proper to ask 
him his business : so he called out again, and bade 
him say who he was, and what he wanted. But the 
man would do neither; but turned upon his heel, 
and passed into the garden again. Jean knew 
then well enough how it was, and so he fired after 
him. 

Fired! exclaimed Emily. 

Yes, Madam, fired off his gun ; but, Holy Virgin! 
what makes you look so pale, Madam ? The man 
was not killed, — I dare say ; but if he was, his com* 
irades carried him off: for, when Jean went in the 
morning to look for the body, it was gone, and no- 
thing to be seen but a track of blood on the ground* 
Jean followed it, that he might find out where the 
man got into the garden, but it was lo^t in the 
grass, and 

Annette was interrupted : for Emily's spirits died 
away, and she would, have fallen to the ground, if 
the girl had not caught her, and supported her to a 
bench close to them. . 

When, after a long absence, her senses returned, 
Emily desired to be led to her apartment; and 
thougl) she trembled with anxiety to inquire further 



MYSTERIES OF UDOLPHO. 211 

on the subject of her alarm, she found herself too 
ill at present to dare tlie intelligence which it was 
possible she might receive of Valan court. Having 
dismissed Annette that she might weep and think at 
Hberty^she endeavoured to recollect the exact air of 
the person whom she had seen on the terrace, and 
still her fancy gave her the figure of Valancourt. 
She had, indeed, scarcely a doubt that it was he 
whom she had seen, and at whom the gardener had 
iired; for the manner of the latter person, as de- 
scribed by Annette, was not that of a robber; nor 
did it appear probable that a robber would have 
come alone to break into a house so spacious as 
this. 

When Emily thought herself sufficiently recovered 
to listen to what Jean might have to relate, she sent 
for him ; but he could inform her of no circum« 
stance that might lead to a knowledge of the person 
who had been shot, or of the consequence of the 
wound; and after severely reprimanding him for 
having fired with bullets, and ordering diligent in- 
quiry to be made in the neighbourhood for the dis- 
covery of the wounded person, she dismissed him, 
and herself remained in the same state of terrible 
suspense. All the tenderness she had ever felt for 
Valancourt was recalled by the sense of his danger ; 
and the more she considered the subject, the more 
her conviction strengthened that it was he who had 
visited the gardens for the purpose of soothing the 
misery of disappointed affection amidst the scenes 
of his former happiness. 

Dear Madam, said Annette when she returned, I 
never saw you so affected before! I dare say the 
man is not killed. 

Emily shuddered, and lamented bitterly the rash- 
ness of the gardener in having fired. 

J knew you would be angry enough about that> 
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Madam, or I should have told you before ; and he 
knew so too ; for, says he, Annette, say nothing 
about this to my Lady. She lies dn-the other side 
of the house, so did not hear the gun, perhaps; 
but she would be angry with me, if she knew, see- 
ing there is blood. But then, says he, how is pne 
to keep the garden clear if qne is afraid to fire at 
a robber when one sees him ? 

No more of this, said Emily^ pray leave me. 

Annette obeyed, and Emily returned to the ago- 
plzihg considerations that had assailed her before, 
but whicl^ she, at length, endeavoured to soothe by 
a new remark. If the stranger was Valancourt, it 
was certain he had come alone, and it appeared, 
therefore, that he had been able to quit (he gardens 
^ithout assistance ; a circumstance which did not ' 
seem probable, had his wound been dangerous. 
With this consideration she endeavoured to support 
herself during the inquiries that were making by 
her seryants in the neighbourhood ; but day afler 
day cfime, and still closed in unceitainty concerning 
this afJFair ; and Eipily, suffering in silence, at length 
drooped^ and sunk under the pressure of her anxiety 1 
She w^s attacked by a slow fever ; and when she 
yielded to the persuasion of Annette to send for me- 
dical advice, the physicians prescribed little besides 
air, gentle exercise, and amusement; but how was 
this last to be obtained? She, however, endeavoured 
^o abstract her thoughts from the subject of hei: 
anxiety, by employing them in promoting that hap- 
piness in others >vhich she had lost herself; and 
when the evening was fine, she usually took an air- 
ing, including in her ride tl^e cottages of some of 
her tenants, on whose condition she made such ob- 
servations as often enabled her, unasked, to fulfil 
kheir wishes. 

ller indisposition, and the business she en&raced 
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in relative to this estate, had already protracted her 
stay at Thoulouse beyond the period she had for- 
merly fixed for her departure to La Valine ; and 
now she was unwilling to leave the only place where 
it seemed possible that certainty could be pbtained 
on the subject of her distress. But the lime was 
come when her presence was necessary at La Val- 
ine, a letter from the Lady Blanche how informing 
her, that the count and herself, being then at the 
chateau of the Baron St. Foix, proposed to visit her 
at La Valine on their way home, as soon as they 
should be informed of her arrival there. Blanche 
added, that they made this visit with the hope of 
inducing her to return with them to Chateau-le- 
Bianc. 

- Emily having replied to the letter of her friend, 
and said that she should be at La Vallee in a few 
days, made hasty preparations for the journey ; and, 
in thus leaving Thoulouse, endeavoured to support 
hersdf with a belief that, if any fatal accident had 
happened to Valancourt, she must in this interval 
have heard of it. 

On the evening before her departure, she went to 
take leave of the terrace and the pavilion. The 
day had been sultry ; but a light shower that fell just 
before sun -set had cooled the air, and given that 
soft verdure to the woods and pastures which is so 
refreshing to the eye; while the rain drops still 
trembling on the shrubs, glittered in the last yellow 
gleam that lighted up the scene, and the air was 
filled with fragrance exhaled by the late shower 
from herbs and flowers, and from the earth itself. 
But the lovely prospect which Emily beheld from the 
terrace, was no longer viewed by her with delight ; 
she sighed deeply as her eye wandered over it ; and 
her spirits were in a state of such dejection, that 
she could not think of her approaching returu to 
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La Valine without tears, and seemed to mourn again 
the death of her father, as if it had been an event 
of yesterday. Having reached the pavilion, she seat- 
ed herseir at the open lattice ; and while her eyes 
Fettled on the distant mountains that overlooked 
Gascony, still gleaming on the horizon, though the 
sun had now left thq plains below, Alas ! said she, 
I return to your long-lost scenes, but shall meet no 
more the parents that were wont to render them de- 
h'ghtful ! — no more shall see the smile of welcome,^ 
or hear the well-known voice of fondness ; — all will 
now be cold and silent in what was once my happy 
home. 

Tears stole down her cheek, as the remembrance 
of what that home had been returned to her ; but 
after indulgmg her sorrow for some time, she checkr 
ed it, accusing herself of ingratitude in forgetting 
the friends that she possessed, while she lamented 
those that were departed ; and she at length left the 
pavilion and the terrace, without having observed ^ 
shadow of Valancourt, or of my other perspn. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



Afa happy hills! ah pleasing shade! 

Ah fields beloved in vain ! 
Where once my careless childhood strayed, 

A stranger yet to pain I 
I feel tlie gales that from you blow 
A momentary bliss bestow, 
As, waving fresh their gladsome wing, 
My weary sOul they seem to soothe. 

Gray. 



On the following morning, Emily left Thoulouse at 
an early hour, and reached La Valine about sun-set. 
With the melancholy she experienced on the review 
of a place which had been the residence of her pa- 
rents, and the scene of her earliest delight, was^ 
mingled, after the first shock had subsided, a ten- 
der atid indescribable pleasure. For time had so 
far blunted the acuteness of her grief, that she now 
courted every scene that awakened the memory of 
her friends ; m every room where she had been ac- 
customed to see them, they also seemed to live again ; 
and she felt that La Vallee was still her happiest 
home. One of the first apartments she visited was 
that which had been her father s library, and here 
she seated herself in his arm-chair ; and while she 
contemplated, with tempered resignation, the pic- 
ture of past times, which her memory gave, the 
tears she shed could scarcely be called those of 
grief. 

Soon after her arrival, she was surprised by a visit 
from the venerable M. Barreaux, who came impa- 
tiently to welcome the daughter of his late respected 
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neiglibpur to her long-deserted home. Eniily ws» 
comforted by the presence of an old friend, and they 
passed ^n interesting hour in conversing of former 
times, and in relating some of the circumstances 
that had occurred to each since they parted. 

Tlie evening was so far advanced, when M. Bar- 
reaux left Emily, that she could not visit the gar- 
den that night ; but on the following morning 
she traced its long-regretted scenes with foikl impa- 
tience; and, as she walked beneath the groves 
which her father had planted, and where she had so 
often sauntered in affectionate conversation with 
him, his countenance, his smile, even the accent 
of his voice, returned with exactness to her fancy, 
and her heart melted to the tender recollections. 

This, too, was his favourite season of the year, 
at which they had often together admired the rich 
and variegated tints of these woods, and the magical 
effect of autumnal lights upon the mountains: and 
now, the view of these circumstances made memory 
eloquent. As she wandered pensively on> »he fan- 
cied the following address 

TO AUTUMN. 

Sweet Autumn ! how thy melancholy grace 
Steals on my heart, as through the^e shades I Wind! 
Soothed by thy breathing sigh, I fondly trace 
* £ach lonely imisige of the pensive mind ! 
Loved scenes, loved friends— long lost! around me rise, 
And wake the melting thought, the tender tear ! 
That tear, that thought, which more than mirth I priz6— 
Sweet as the gradual tint that paints thy yearl 
Thy farewell smile, with fond regret, I view, 
Thy beaming lights, soft gliding o'er the woods. 
Thy distant landscape, touch'd witli yellow hue. 
While falls the lengthen*d gleam ; thy winding floods. 
Now veil'd in shade, save where the skiff's white sails 
Swell tQ the breeze, and eatch thy streaming ray. 
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But now, e*en now, the partial vision fails, 
And the wave smiles, as sweeps the cloud away ! 
Emblem of life !— Thus checquer'd is its plan. 
Thus joy succeeds to grief— -tlius smiles the varied man!. 

One of Emily's earliest inquiries after her ariir 
\al at La Vallle was concerning Theresa, her fa- 
ther's old servant, whom it may be remembered 
that M. Quesnel had turned from the house, when 
it was let, without any provision. Understanding 
that she lived in a cottage at no great distance, 
Erajly walked thither, and, on approaching, was 
pleased to see that her habitation was pleasantly 
situated on a green slope, sheltered by a tuft of 
oaks, and had an appearance of comfort and ex- 
treme neatness. She found the old woman within, 
picking vine-stalks, who on perceiving her young 
mistress was nearly overcome with joy. 

Ah ! my dear young lady 1 said she, I thought I 
should never see you again in this world, when I 
heard you was gone to that outlandish country. I 
have been hardly used since you went; I little 
thought they would have turned me out of my old 
master's family in ray old age! 

Emily lamented the circumstance, and then as- 
sured her that she would make her latter days com- 
fortable, and expressed satisfaction on seemg her 
in so pleasant a habitation. 

Theresa thanked her with tears, adding. Yes, 
Mademoiselle, it is a very comfortable home, 
thanks to the kind friend who took me out of tny 
distress when you was too far off to help me, and 
placed me here ! I little thought ; but no more 
of that — 

And who was this kind friend? said Emily; who- 
ever it was, I shall consider him as mine also. 

Ah, Mademoiselle ! that friepd forbade me to 
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blazon the good deed-— I must not say who it wa8# 
But how you are altered sincQ I saw you last! You 
look so pale now, and so thin, too; but then there 
18 my old master's smile! Yes, that will never leava 
you, any more than the goodness that used to make 
him smile. Ala8*a-day ! the poor lost a friend in- 
deed when he di^d ! 

Emily was affected by this mention of her father^ 
which Theresa observing, changed the subject. I 
heard, Mademoiselle, said she, that Madame Che- 
roD married a foreign gentleman, after all, and iook 
jou abroad ; how does she do ? 

Emily now mentioned her death* Alas! aaid 
Theresa, if she had not been my master's sister, I 
should never have loved her; she was always so cross. 
But how does that dear young gentleman do, V; 
Yalancourt? he was a handsome youth, and a good 
One ; is.he well. Mademoiselle f 

Emily was much agitated. 

A blessinff on him ! continued Theress. Ah, my 
dear young lady, you need not look so shy ; I know 
all about it. Do you think I do not know that he 
lores you? Why when you was away, Mademoiselle, 
he Used to come to the chateau and walk about it, 
go BkcomolBtel He would go into every room in the 
lower part of the house, and sometimes he would 
sit himself down in a chair, with his arms across 
and his eyes on the floor, and there he would sit and 
think, and think, for the hour together. He used 
to be very fond of the south parlour, because I told 
him it used to be yours ; and there he would stay, 
looking at the pictures which I said you drew, and 
playing upon your lute that hung up by the window, 
jUki reading in your books till sun-set; and then he 
jacKist go back to his brother's chateau. And Cherh-^ 

k is enough, Theresa^ said Emily. How long have 
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yon lived in this cottage—and how can I serve you? 
will you remain here, or return and live with me ? 

Nay, Ma'amselle ! said Ther.esa, do not be so shy 
to your poor old servant ; I am sure it is no dis- 
grace to like such a good young geutlemaj. 

A deep sigh escaped from Emily. 

Ah I how he did love to talk of you ! I loved him 
€»r that. Nay, for that matter, he liked to hear me 
talk, for he did not say much himself. But I soon 
found out what he came to the chateau about. Then 
he would go into the garden, and down to the ter** 
race, and sit under that great tree there for the day 
together with one of your books in hrs hand ; but 
he did not read much, I fancv ; for one day I hap- 
pened to go that way, and I heard somebody talx^* 
iRg. Who can be here? says I^ I am sure I let no- 
body into the garden but the chevalier. So 1 walked 
softly to see who it could be; and behold ! it was the 
chevalier himself, talking to himself about you. An4 
he repeated your name, and sighed so ! and said he 
had lost you fpr ever, for that you would never re- 
turn for him. I thought he was out of his reckoor 
ing there ; but I said nothing, and stole away. 

No more of this trifling, said Emily^ awakening 
from her reverie ; it iiispleases rae. 

But when M. ^uesnel let the chateau, I thought 
it would have broke the chevalier's heart. 

Theresa, «aid Emily seriously, you must name 
the ohevalier no more ! 

Not name him^ Mademoiselle! cried Theresa: what 
times are come up now? Why, I love the chevalier 
next to my old master and you. Mademoiselle. 

Perhaps your love wa& not well bestowed, theia^ 
replied Emily, trving to conceal her tears; but, 
however that might be, we shall meet no more. 

Meet no more! — not well bestowed! exclaimed 
Theresa. What do I hear? No, Mademoiselle^ iny 
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love was well bestowed, for it was the Chevalier Va» 
lancourt who gave me this cottage, and has sup* 
ported me in my old age ever since M. Quesnei 
turned me from my master's house. 

The Chevalier Valancourt! said Emily, trembling 
extremely. 

Yes, Mademoiselle, he himself, though he made 
me promise not to tell ; but how could one help, 
when one heard him ill spoken of? Ah ! dear young 
lady, you may well weep if you have behaved un- 
kindly to him, for a more tender heart than his 
never young gentleman had. He found me out in 
my distress, when you was too far oflp to help me; 
and M. Quesnei refused to do so, and bade me go 
to service again. — Alas! I was too old for that! — 
The chevalier found me, and bought me this cot- 
tage, and gave me money to furnish it, and bade 
me seek out another poor woman to live with me ; 
' and he ordered his brother's steward to pay me every 
quarter that which has supported me in comfort. 
Think then, Mademoiselle, whether 1 have not rea- 
son to speak well of the chevalier. And there are 
others who could have afforded it better than he ; 
and I am afraid he has hurt himself by his genero- 
sity, for quarter-day is gone by long since, and no 
money for me ! But do not weep so, Mademoiselle : 
you are not sorry surely to hear of the poor cheva^ 
Tier's goodness ? 

Sorry ! said Emily, and wept the more. But 
how long is it since you have seen him ? 
Not this many a day. Mademoiselle. 
When did you hear of him ? inquired Emily 
with increased emotion. 

Alas ! never since he went away so suddenly into 
Languedoc; and he was but just come from Paris 
then, or I should have seen him 1 am sure. Quar^ 
^r-day is gone by long since, and, as I said^ ng 
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money for me ; and I begin to fear some haivn has 
happened to him ; and it' I was not so far from £s« 
tuviere and so lame, I should have gone to inquire 
before this time; and I have nobody to send so far, 
£mily's anxiety as to the fate of Valancourt was 
now scarcely endurable; and, since proiiriety would 
not suffer her to send to the chateau or his brother, 
she requested that Theresa would immediately hire 
some person to go to his steward from herself; and 
when he asked for the quarterage due to her, to 
make inquiries concerning Valancourt. But she 
first made Theresa promise never to mention her 
name in this aftair, nor ever with that of the Che- 
valier Valancourt ; and her former faithfulness to 
M. St. Aubert induced Emily to con^e in her as* 
curances. Theresa now joyfully undercook to pro- 
cure a person for this errand; and then Emily, 
afber gi'ving her a sum of money to supply her with 
present comforts, returned witn spirits heavily op- 
pressed to her home, lamenting more than ever, 
that a heart possessed of so much benevolence as 
Valancourt's should have been contaminated by the 
V4ces of* the world, but affected by the delicate aA 
fection which his kindness to her old servant ej(« 
pressed for herself. 
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CHAPTER XVIL 

, , . . . Light tliickens, and the crow 

]Makes wing to the rooky wood: 

Good things of day begin to droop, and drowse, 

"^hile night's black agents to their preys do rouse, 

Macbeth. 

^Ieanwhile Count de Villefqrt and Lady Blanchq 
liad passed a pleasant fortnight at the chateau do 
3t. Foix with the baron and baroness, during 
which they made frequent excursions among the 
|[noun tains, and were delighted with the romantic 
wildness of Pyrenean scenery. It was with regrel 
that the count bade adieu to his old friends, al- 
thoqgh with the hope of being soon united with, 
them in one family ; for it was settled that M. St. 
Foix, who now attended them into Gascony, should 
j-eceive the hand of the Lady Blanche upon their 
arrival at Chateau-le-BIanq. As the road from the 
baron's residence to La Valine was over some of tlie 
fvildest tracts of the Pyrenees, apd where a car-r 
rJage-rYv^heel had never passed, the count hired mules 
for himself and his family, as well as a couple of 
ptout guides, who were well armed, informed of all 
the passes of the mountains, and who boasted too 
that they were acquainted with every brake and 
jingle in the way, could tell the names of all the 
Jiighest points of this chain of Alps, knew every 
forest that spread along their narrow valleys, the 
shallowest part of every torrent they must cross, 
find the exact distance of every goatherd's an4 
Jiunter's cabin they should have occasion to pass — 
yf\\\Q]\ l^^t article pf learning re^uirc4 no very capa^ 
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cious memory, for even such simple inhabitants 
were but thinly scattered over these wilds. 

The count left the chateau de St. Foix early in 
the morning, with an intention of passing the night 
at a little inn upon the mountains, about half-way 
to La Vallee, of which his guides had informed him; 
and though this was frequented chiefly by Spanish 
muleteers on their route into France, and of course 
would afford only sorry accommodation, the count 
had no alternative, for it was the only place like an 
inn on the road. 

After a day of admiration and fatigue, the tra- 
vellers found themselves, about sun- set, in a woody 
valley overlooked on every side by abrupt heights. 
They had proceeded for many leagues without see- 
ing a human habitation, and had only heard now 
and then at a distance the melancholy tinkling of a 
sheep-bell : but now they caught the notes of merry 
music, and presently saw within a little green rpcess 
among the rocks a group of mountaineers tripping 
through a dance. The count, who could not look 
upon the happiness any more than on the misery 
of otiiers with indifference, halted to enjoy this 
scene of simple pleasure. The group before him 
consisted of French and Spanish, peasants, the in* 
habitants of a neighbouring- hamlet, some of whom 
were performing a sprightly dance, the women with 
castanets in their hands, to the sounds of a lute and 
a tamborine, till, from the brisk melody of France, 
the music softened into a slow movement, to which 
two female peasants danced a Spanish Pavan. 

The count, comparing this with the scenes of such 
gaiety as he had witnessed at Paris, where false taste 
painted the features, and, while it vainly tried to 
supply the glow of nature, concealed the charms of 
animation— where affectation so often distorted the 
§irj and vice perverted the manners — sighed to think 
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that natural graces and innocent pleasures flourished 
in the wilds of solitude, while they drooped amidst 
the concourse of polished society. But the lengthen- 
ing shadows reminded the travellers that they had 
no time to lose ; and leaving the joyous group, they 
pursued their way towards the little inn which was 
to shelter them from the night. 

The rays of the setting sun now threw a yellow 
gleam upon the forests of pine and- chesnut that 
swept down the lower region of the mountains, and 
<^ave resplendent tints to the snowy points above. 
But soon even this light foded fast, and the scenery 
ai;sumed a more tremendous appearance, invested 
wit)) the obscurity of twilight. Where the torrent 
had been seen, it was now only heard; where the 
Wild cliffs had displayed every variety of form and 
attitude, a dark mass of mountains now alone ap- 
peared; and the vale, which far far below had 
opened its dreadful chasm, the eye could np longer 
&thom» A melancholy gleam still lingered on the 
summits of the highest Alps, overlooking the deep 
repose of evening, and seeming to make the still- 
ness of the hour more awful. 

Blanche viewed the scene in silence, and listened 
with enthusiasm to the murmur of the pines that ck- 
tended in dark lines along the mountams. and to the 
faint voice of the izard among the rocks, that came at 
intervals on the air. But her enthusiasm sunk into 
apprehension, when, as the shadows deepened, she 
looked upon the doubtful precipice that bordered 
the road, as well as on the various fantastic forms of 
danger that glimmered through the obscurity be- 
yond it; and she asked her father how far they were 
from the inn, and whether he did not conceive the 
road to be dangerous at this late hour. The couat 
repeated the nirat question to the guides, who re<* 
turned a doubtful answer, adding, that when it was 
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darker, it would be safest to rest till the moon rose. 
It is scarcely safe to proceed now, said the count ; 
but the guides, assuring him that there was no dan*- 
ger, went on. Blanche, revived by this assurance, 
again indulged a pensive pleasure as she watched 
the progress of twilight gradually spreading its 
tints over the woods and mountains, and stealing 
from the eye every minuter feature of the scene, 
till the grand outlines of nature alone remained. 
Then fell the silent dews ; and every wild flower 
and aromatic plant that bloomed among the cliSs, 
breathed forth its sweetness ; then, too, when the 
mountain-bee had crept into its blossomed bed, and 
the hum of ev^ry little insect that had floated gaily 
in the sun-beam was hushed, the sound of many 
streams, not heard till now, murmured at a distance* 
— The bats alone, of all the animals inhabiting thi^ 
region, seemed awake ; and While they flitted across 
the silent path which Blanche was pursuing, she 
remembered the following lines which Emily ha4 
given her f 

TO THE BATr 

From haunt of man, from day's obtrusive glare, 
Thou shroud'st thee in the ruin's ivied tower, 
Or in some shadowy glen's romantic bower, 
Where wizard forms tlieir mystic charms prepare, 
^Vhere Horror lurks, and ever-boding Care. 
But, at the sweet and silent evening hour. 
When closed in sleep is every languid flower. 
Thou lovest to sport upon the twilight air, 
Mocking the eye that would thy course pursue, 
In majiy a wanton round ; elastic, gay. 
Thou flitt'st athwart tlie pensive wanderer's way. 
As his lone footsteps print the mountain-dew. 
From Indian isles thou comest, with Summer's csf ; 
'JTwilight thv love, thy guidg her beaming star^ 
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To a warm imagination^ the dubious forms that 
float halt-veiled in darkness, afford a hi^lier delight 
than the most distinct scenery that the sun can 
show. While the fancy thus wanders over land- 
scapes partly of its creation, a sweet complacency 
steals upon the mind, 

Refines it all to subtlest feeling, 
Bids the tears of rapture roll. 

The distant note of a torrent, the weak trembling 
of the b eeze among the woods, or the far-off sound 
of a human voice now lost and heard again, are cir- 
cumstances which wonderfully heighten the enthu- 
siastic tone of the mind. The young St. Foix, who 
saw the presentations of a fervid fancy, and felt 
whatever enthusiasm coul4 suggest, sometimes in- 
terrupted the silence which the rest of the party 
seemed by mutual consent to preserve, reroarkins 
and pointing out to Blanche the most striking ef- 
fects of the nour upon the scenery ; while Blanche, 
whose apprehensions were beguiled by the con» 
versation of her lover, yielded to the taste so con- 
genial to his, and they conversed in a low restrained 
voice, the effect of the pensive tranquillity which 
twilight and the scene inspired, rather tlian of any 
fear that they should be heard. But while the heart 
was thus soothed to tenderness, St. Foix gradually 
mingled with shis admiration of the country a men- 
tion of his affection ; and he continue^d to speak and 
Blanche to listen, till the mountains, the woods, and 
the magical illusions of twilight, were remembered 
no more. 

Tlie shadows of evening soon shifted to the gloom 
of night, which was somewhat anticipated by the 
vapours thut, gathering fast round the mountains, 
rolled in dark wreaths along their sides ; and the 
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guides proposed to rest till the moon should rise, 
adding, that they thought a storm was coming on. 
As they looked^ round for a spot that might afford 
some kind of shelter, an object was perceived ob- 
scurely through the dusk, on a point of rock a lit- 
tle way down the mountain, which they imagined 
to be a hunter's or a shepherd's cabin, and the par- 
ty with cautious steps proceeded towards it. Their 
labour however was not rewarded, nor their appre- 
hensions soothed f for on reaching the object of their 
search, they discovered a monumental cross, which 
marked the spot to have been polluted by murder. 

The darkness would not permit them to read the 
inscription ; but the guides knew this to be a cross 
raised to the memory of a Count de Beliard, who 
had beeninui*dered here by a horde of banditti that 
had infested this part of the Pyrenees a few years 
before ; and the uncommon size of the monument 
seemed to justify the supposition that it was erected 
for a person of some distmction. Blanche shudder- 
ed 88 she listened to some horrid particulars of the 
count's fate, which one of the guides related in a 
low restrained tone, as if the sound of his own voice 
fHghtened him; but while they lingered at the cross^ 
attending to his narrative, a flash of lightning glanced 
upon the rocks, thunder ro4ittered at a distance, and 
the travellers, now alarmed, quitted this scene of 
sditary horror in search of shelter. 

Having regained their former track, the guides, 
as they passed on, endeavoured to interest the count 
by various stories of robbery, and even of murder^ 
which had been perpetrated in the very places they 
must unavoidably pass, with accounts of their own 
dauntless courage and wonderful escapes. The chief 
guide, or rather he who was the most completely 
armed, drawing forth one of the four pistols that 
wura tiicked into his belt, swore that it had shol 
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three robbers within the year« He then brandishedl 
a clasp-knife of enormous length, and was going to 
recount the wonderful execution it had done, when 
St. Foix, perceiving that Blanche was terrified, in- 
terrupted him. The count, meanwhile, secretly 
laughing at the terrible histories and extravagant 
boastings of the man, resolved to humour him; and 
telling Blanche in a whisper his design, began to 
recount some exploit^ of his own, which infinitely 
exceeded any related by the guide. 

To these surprising circumstances he so artfully 
gave the colouring of truth, that the courage of the 
guides was visibly affected by them, who continued 
silent long after the count had ceased to speak. The 
loquacity of the chief hero thus laid asleep, the vi- 
gilance of his eyes and ears seemed more thoroughly 
awakened ; for lie listened with mueh appearance 
of anxiety to the deep thunder which murmured 
at intervals, and often paused, as the breeze, that 
was now rising, rushed among the pines. But 
when he made a sudden halt before a tuft of cork 
trees that projected over the road, and drew forth 
a pistol, before he would venture to brave the ban- 
ditti which might lurk behind it, the count could 
no longer refrain from laughter. 

Having now, however, arrived at a level spot 
somewhat sheltered from the air by overhanging 
cliffs, and by a wood of larch that rose over a pre- 
cipice on the left, and the guides being yet ignorant 
how far they were from the inn, the travellers de- 
termined to rest till the moon should rise or the 
storm disperse. Blanche, recalled t(x a sense of the 
present moment, looked on the surrouT^ding gloom 
with terror ; but giving her hand to St. Foix, she 
alighted, and the whole party entered a kind of 
cave, if such it could be called, which was only a 
shallow cavity formed by the curve of impending 
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rocks. A light being struck, a fire was kindled, 
whose blaze afforded some degree of cheerfulness 
and no small comfort ;. for though the day had been 
hot, the night air of this niountainous region was 
chilling ; a fire was partly necessary also to keep 6ft' 
the wolves with which those wilds were infested. 

Provisions being spread upon a projection of the 
rock, the count and his family partook of a supper, 
which in a scene less rude would certainly have 
been thought less excellent. When the repast was 
finished, St Foix, impatient for the moon, saunt- 
ered along the precipice, to a point that fronted the 
east ; but all was yet wrapt in gloom, and the si- 
lence of night was broken only by the murmuring 
of woods that waved far below, or by distant thun- 
der, and now and then by the faint voices of the 
party he had quitted. He vie\^'ed with emotions of 
awful sublin)ity the long volumes of sulphureous 
clouds that floated along the upper and middle re- 
gions of the air, and the lightnings that flashed 
from them, sometimes silently, and at others fol- 
lowed by sullen peals of thunder, which the moun- 
tains feebly prolonged, while the whole horizon, and 
the abyss on which he stood, were discovered in the 
momentary light. Upon the succeeding darknesSj 
the fire which had been kindled in the cave threw 
a partial gleam, illuminating some points of the op- 
posite rocks, and the summits of pine-woods that 
iiung beetling on the cliffs below, while their re- 
cesses seemed to frown in deeper shade. 

St. Foix stopped to observe the picture which the 
party in the cave presented, where the elegant form 
of Blanche was finely contrasted by the majestic 
gure of the count, who was seated by her on a rude 
stone ; and each was rendered more impressive by 
the grotesque habits and strong features of the 
guides and other attendants, who were in the back- 
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ground of the piece. The efifect of the light, too, 
was interesting : on the surrounding figures it thre^ 
a strong though pale gleam, and glittered on tbeif 
bright arms ; while upon tlie foliage of a gigantic 
larch, that impended its shade over the cliff above, 
appeared a red, dusky tint, deepening almost imper* 
ceptiblj into the blackness of night. 

Wliile St. Foix contemplated the scene, themoon^ 
broad and yellow, rose over the eastern summits, 
from among embattled clouds, and showed dimly 
the grandeur of the heavens, the mass of vapours 
that rolled half-way down the precipice beneath, and 
the doubtful mountains. 

What dreadful pleasure, there to stand sublime, 
X>ike shipwreck'd mariner on desert coast. 
And view th' enormous waste of vapour, tost 
In billow:* lengthening to th* hon2on round I 

Thr Mixstreu 

• 

From this romantic reverie he was awakened by 
the voices of the guides repeating his name, whicn 
was reverberated from clin to cliff, till a hundred 
tongues seemed to call him ; when he soon quieted 
the fears of the count and the Lady Blanche by 
returning to the cave. As the storm, however, 
se^ed approaching, they did not auit their place 
of shelter; and the count, seated between his 
daughter and St. Foix, endeavoured to divert the 
fears of the former, and conversed on subjects re- 
lating to the natural history of the scenes among 
which they wandered. He spoke of the mineral and 
fossil substances found in the depths of these iidouu- 
tains ; the veins of marble and granite with which 
they abounded ; the strata of shells discovered near 
their summits, many thousand fathoms above the 
level of the sea, and at a vast distance from its pre- 
sent shore ; of the tremendous chasms and caverns 
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of th^ rocks, the grotesque form of the mountains, 
and the various phaenomena that seem to stamp 
upon the world the history of the deluge. From 
the natural history he descended to the mention of 
events and circumstances connected with the civil 
story of the Pyrenees ; named some of the most re- 
markable fortresses which France and Spain had 
erected in the passes of these mountains ; and gave 
a brief account of some celebrated sieges and en-* 
counters in early times, when Ambition first fright- 
ened Solitude from these her deep recesses, made 
her mountains, which before had echoed only to the 
torrent's roar, tremble with the clang of arms, iBd 
when man*s first footsteps in her sacred haunts had 
left the print of blood ! 

As Blanche sat attentive to the narrative that 
rendered the scenes doubly interesting, and resigned 
to solemn emotion, while she considered that she 
was on the very ground once polluted by these 
events, her reverie was suddenly interrupted by a 
sound that came in the wind— it was the distant 
bark of a watch-dog« The travellers listened with 
eager hope, and, as the wind blew stronger, fancied 
that the sound came from no great distance ; and 
the guides having little doubt that it proceeded 
from the inn they were in search of, the count de- 
termined to pursue his way. The moon now af- 
forded a stronger though still an uncertain light, as 
she moved among broken clouds; and the travellers, 
led by the sound, re-commenced their journey along 
the brow of the precipice, preceded by a single torch 
that now contended with the moon-light ; for the 
guides, believing they should reach the inn soon 
after sun-set, had neglected to provide more. In 
silent caution they followed the sound, which was 
heard but at intervals, and which, after some time, 
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entirely ceased. The guides endeavoured, however, 
to point their course to the quarter whence it had 
issued; but the deep roaring of a torrent soon seized 
their attention, and presently they came to a tre- 
mendous chasm of the mountain, which seemed to 
forbid all further progress. Blanche alighted from 
her mule, as did the count and St. Foix, while the 
guides traversed the edge in search of a bridge, 
which, however rude, might convey them to the 
opposite side ; and they at length confessed, what 
the count had begun to suspect, that they had been 
for some time doubtful of their way, and were now 
certain only that they had lost it. 

At a little distance was discovered a rude and 
dangerous passage, formed by an enormous pine, 
which, thrown across the chasaj, united the opposite 
precipices, and which had been felled probably by 
the hunter to facilitate his chase of the izard or the 
wolf. The whole party, the guides excepted, shud* 
dered at the prospect of crossing this Alpine bridge, 
whose sides afforded no kind of defence, and from 
which to fall was to die. The guides, however, 
prepared to lead over the mules, while Blanche 
stood trembling on the brink and listening to the 
roar of the waters, which were seen descending from 
rocks above overhung with lofty pines, and thence 
precipitating themselves into the deep abyss, where 
their white surges gleamed faintly in the moon-light. 
The poor animals proceeded over this perilousbridge 
with instinctive caution, neither frightened by the 
noise of the cataract, nor deceived by the gloom 
which the impending foliage threw athwart their 
way. It was now that the solitary torch, which 
had been hitherto of little service, was found to be 
an inestimable treasure ; and Blanche, terrified, 
shrinking, but endeavouring tore-collect all b?? 
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firmness and presence of mind, preceded by her 
lover and supported by her father, followed the red 
gleam of the torch in safety to the opposite cliff. 

As they went on, the heights contracted and form* 
ed a narrow pass, at the bottom of which the tor- 
rent they had just crossed was heard to thunder. 
But they were again cheered by the bark of a dog 
keeping watch, perhaps over the flocks of the moun- 
tains to protect them from the nightly descent of 
the wolves. The sound was much nearer than be- 
fore ; and while they rejoiced in the hope of soon 
reaching a place of repose, a light was seen to glim- 
mer at a distance. It appeared at a height consi- 
derably above the level of their path, and was lost 
and seen again, as if the waving branches of trees 
sometimes excluded and then admitted its rays. 
The guides hallooed with all their strength, but the 
sound of no human voice was heard in return ; and 
at length, as a more effectual means of making 
themselves known, they fired a pistol. But while 
they listened in anxious expectation, the noise of 
the explosion was alone heard echoing among the 
rocks, and it gradually sunk into silence, which no 
friendly hint of man disturbed. The light, however, 
that had been seen before, now became plainer, and 
soon aO:er voices were heard indistinctly on the 
wind ; but upon the guides repeating the call, the 
voices suddenly ceased, and the light disappeared* 

The Lady Blanche was now almost sinking be- 
neath the pressure of anxiety, fatigue, and apprehen- 
sion ; and the united efforts of the count and St. 
Poix could scarcely support her spirits. As they 
continued to advance, an object was perceived on a 
pointy of rock above, which, the strong rays of the 
moon then falling on it, appeared to be a watch- 
tower. The count, from its situation and some 
other circumstances, had little doubt that it was 
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such ; ahd believing that the light had proceeded 
from thence, he endeavoured to re-animate his 
daughter's spirits by the near prospect of shelter 
and repose, which, however rude the acconaraoda- 
tion, a ruined watch-tower might afford. 

Numerous watch-towers have been erected among 
the Pyrenees, said the count, anxious only to call 
Blanche's attention from the subject of her fears ; 
and the method by which they give intelligence of 
the approach of the enemy is, you know, by fires 
kindled on the summits of these edifices. Signals 
have thus sometimes been communicated from post 
to post along a frontier line of several hundred 
miles in length. Then, as occasion may require, 
the lurking armies emerge from their fortresses and 
the forests, and march forth to defend perhaps the 
entrance of some grand pass, where, planting them- 
selves on the heights, they assail their astonished 
enemies, who wind along the glen below, with frag- 
ments of the shattered cliff, and pour death and de- 
feat upon them. The ancient forts and watch-tow- 
ers overlooking the grand passes of the Pyrenees 
are carefully preserved ; but some of those in infe- 
rior stations have been suffered to fall into decay, 
and are now frequently converted into the more 
peaceful habitation of the hunter or the shepherd, 
who after a day of toil retires hither, and, with his 
faithful dogs, forgets, near a cheerful blaze, the la- 
bour of the chase, or the anxiety of collecting his 
wandering flocks, while he is sheltered from the 
nightly storm. 

But are they always thus peacefully inhabited ? 
said the Lady Blanche. 

No, replied the count; they are sometimes the 
asylum of French and Spanish smugglers, who 
cross the mountains with contraband goods from 
their respective countries ; and the latter are parti- 
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cularly numerous, against whom strong parties of 
the king's troops are sometimes sent. But the de- 
sperate resqlution of these adventurers, — who, know- 
ing that if they are taken thej must expiate the 
breach of the law by the most cruel death, travel in 
large parties well armed, — often daunts the courage 
of the soldiers. The smugglers, who seek only safe-t 
ty, never engage when tJiey can possibly avoid it ; 
the military also, who know that in these encount- 
ers danger is certain, and glory almost unattainable, 
are equally reluctant to fight ; an engagement 
therefore very seldom happens; but when it does, 
it never concludes till after the most desperate and 
bloody conflict. You are inattentive, Blanche, added 
the count : I have wearied you with a dull subject ; 
but see yonder, in the moon-light, is the edifice we 
have been in search of, and we are fortunate to be 
80 near it before the storm bursts. 

Blanche, looking up, perceived that they were at 
the foot of the cliff, on whose summit the building 
stood, but no light now issued from it ; the bark- 
ing of the dog too had for some time ceased ; and 
the guides began to doubt whether this was really 
the object of their search. From the distance at 
which they surveyed it, shown imperfectly by a 
cloudy moon, it appeared to be of more extent than 
a single watch-tower ; but the difficulty was, how to 
ascend the height, whose abrupt acclivities seemed 
to afford no kind of path-way. 

While the guides carried forward the torch to ex* 
amine the cliff, the count, remaining with Blanche 
and St. Foix at its foot, under the shadow of the 
woods, endeavoured again to beguile the time by 
conversation, but again anxiety abstracted the mind 
of Blanche ; and he then consulted apart with St. 
Foix, whether it would be advisable, should a path 
be found, to venture to an edifice which might pos» 
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tibly harbour banditti* They considered that thehr 
ovrn party was not small, and that several of them 
were well armed ; and after enumerating the dan- 
gers to be incurred by passing the night m the open 
wild, exposed perhaps to the effects of a thunder- 
storm, there remained not a doubt that they ought 
to endeavour to obtain admittance to the edi6ce 
above, at any hazard respecting the inhabitants it 
might harbour ; but the darkness, and the dead si- 
lence that surrounded it, appeared to contradict the 
probability of its being inhabited at all. 

A shout from the guides aroused their attention, 
after which, in a few minutes, one of the count's 
servants returned with intelligence that a path was 
found, and they immediately hastened to join the 
guides, when they all ascended a little winding 
way cut in the rock among the thickets of dwarf 
wood, and after much toil and some danger reached 
the summit, where several ruined towers surrounded 
by a massy wall rose to their view, partially illumin- 
ed by the moon-light. The space around the build- 
ing was silent, and apparently forsaken : but the 
count was cautious. Step soflly, said he in a low 
voice, while we reconnoitre the edifice. 

Having proceeded silently along for some paces, 
they stopped at a gate whose portals were terrible 
even in ruins ; and, after a moment's hesitation^ 
passed on to the court of entrance, but paused again 
at the head of a terrace, which, branching fron it, 
ran along the brow of a precipice. Over this rose 
the main body of the edifice, which was now seen to 
be not a watch-tower, but one of those ancient for* 
tresses that from age and neglect had fallen to de- 
cay* Many parts of it, however, appeared to be 
still entire : it was built of gray stone, in the heavy 
Saxon -Gothic style, with enormous round towers, 
buttresses of proportionable strength, and the arch 
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efthe large gate which seemed to open into the hall 
of the fabric was round, as was that of a window 
above. The air of solemnity which must so strongly 
have characterized the pile even in the days of its 
early strength, was now considerably heightened by 
its shattered battlements and half-demolished walls, 
and by the huge masses of ruin scattered in its wide 
area, now silent and grass-grown. In this court of 
entrance stood the gignntic remains of an oak, that 
seemed to have flourished and decayed with the 
building, which it still appeared frowningly to pro-* 
tect by the few remaining branches, leafless and 
moss-grown, that crowned its trunk, and whose 
wide extent told how enormous the tree had been 
in a former age. This fortress was evidently once 
of great strength, and from its situation, on a point; 
of rock impending over a deep glen, had been of 
great power to annoy as well as to resist :»the count, 
therefore, as he stood surveying it, was somewhat 
surprised that it had been suflered, ancient as it was, 
to sink into ruins, and its present lonely and desert- 
ed air excited in his breast emotions of melancholy 
awe» While he indulged for a moment these emo- 
tions, he thought he heard a sound of remote voices 
steal upon the stillness from within the building, 
the front of which he again surveyed with scrutiniz- 
ing eyes, but yet no light was visible. He now de^^ 
termined to walk round the fort, to that remote 
part of it whence he thought the voices had arisen, 
that he might examine whether any light could be 
discerned there, before he ventured to knock at the 
gate : for this purpose he entered upon the terrace, 
where the remains of cannon were yet apparent in 
the thick walls : but he had not proceeded many 
paces when his steps were suddenly arrested by the 
loud barking of a dog within, and which he fancied 
|o bp the same whose voice had been the itie^ns of 
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bringing the travellers thither. It now appeared 
certain that the place was inhabited ; and the count 
returned to consult again with St. Foix, whether he 
should try to obtain admittance, for its wild aspect 
had somewhat shaken his former resolution : but 
after a second consultation, he submitted to the 
considerations which before determined him, and 
which were strengthened by the discovery of the 
dog that guarded the fort, as well as by the stillness 
that pervaded it. He therefore ordered one of his 
servants to knock at the gate ; who was advancing 
to obey him, when a light appeared through the 
loop-hole of one of the towers, and the count called 
loudly ; but receiving no answer, he went up to the 
gate himself, and struck upon it with an iron point- 
ed pole which had assisted him to climb the steep. 
When the echoes had ceased that this blow had 
awakened, the renewed barking — and there were 
now more than one dog — was the only sound that 
was heard. The count stepped back a few paces to 
observe whether the light was in the tower ; and 
perceiving that it was gone, he returned to the por- 
tal, and had lifted the pole to strike again, when 
again he fancied he heard the murmur of voices 
within, and paused to listen. He was confirmed in 
the supposition, but they were too remote to be 
heard otherwise than in a murmur, and the count 
DOW let the pole fall heavily upon the gate, when 
almost immediately a profound silence followed. It 
was apparent that the people within had heard the 
sound, and their caution in admitting strangers gave 
him a favourable opinion of them. They are either 
hunters or shepherds, said he, who, like ourselves, 
have probably sought shelter from the night within 
these walls, and are fearful of admitting strangers, 
lest they should prove robbers. I will endeavour to 
remove their fears. So saying, he called aloud, \V« 
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are friends, who ask shelter from the night* In a 
few moments steps were heard within, which ap- 
proached, and a voice then inqufred — Who calls ? 
Friends, repeated the count ; open the gates, and 
you shall know more. — Strong bolts were now heard 
to be undrawn, and a man armed with a hunting- 
spear appeared. What is it you want at this hour f 
said he. The count beckoned his attendants, and 
then answered, that he wished to inquire the way 
to the nearest cabin. Are you so little acquainted 
with tliese mountains, said the man, as not to know 
that there i& none within several leagues ? I cannot 
show you the way; you must seek it— there's a 
moon. Saying this, he was closing the gate, and 
the count was turning away half disappointed and 
half afraid, when another voice was heard from 
above; and on looking up, he saw a light and a 
man's face at the grate of the portal. Stay, friend> 
you have lost your way ? said the voice. You are 
hunters, I supposo, like ourselves ? 1 will be with 
you presently. The voice ceased, and the light dis- 
^peared. Blanche had been alarmed by the ap- 
pearance of the man who bad opened the gate, and 
she now entreated her father to quit the place ; but 
the count had observed the hunter's spear which he 
carried, and the wqrds from the tower encouraged 
him to await the event. The gate was soon opened ; 
and several men in hunters' habits, who had heard 
above what had passed below, appeared; and having 
listened some time to the count, told him he was 
welcome to rest there for the night. They then 
pressed him with much courtesy to enter, and to 
partake of such fare as they were about to sit down 
to. The count, who had observed them attentively 
while they spoke, was cautious and somewhat sus- 
picions ; but he was also weary, fearful of the ap- 
proaching storm, and of encountering Alpine heiglits 
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in the obscurity of night : being likewise someWhtft 
confident in the strength and number of his attend- 
ants, he, afler some further consideration, determin- 
ed to accept the invitation. With this resolution 
he called his servants, who advancing round the 
tower, behind which some of them had silently list- 
ened to this conference, followed their lord, the 
Lady Blanche, and St. Foix, into the fortress. The 
strangers led them on to a large and rude hall, par- 
tially seen by a fire that blazed at its extremity, 
round which four men in the hunters' dress were 
seated, and on the hearth were several dogs stretch- 
ed in sleep. In the middle of the hall stood a large 
table, and over the fire some part of an animal was 
boiling. As the count approached, the men arose; 
and the dogs, half raising themselves, looked fiercely 
at the strangers, but on hearing their masters* voices, 
kept their postures on the hearth. 

Blanche looked round this gloomy and spacious 
hall ; then at the men, and to her father, who, 
smiling cheerfully at her, addressed himself to the 
hunters. This is an hospitable hearth, said he : the 
blaze of a fire is reviving after having wandered so 
long in these dreary wilds. Your dogs are tired; 
what success have you had? Such as we usually have, 
replied one of the men, who had been seated in the 
hall ; we kill our game with tolerable certainty.—- 
These are fellow-hunters, said one of the men who 
had brought the count hither, that have lost their 
way, and I have told them there is room enough in 
the fort for us all. — Very true, very true, replied 
his companion: what luck have you had in the 
chase, brothers ? We have killed two izards, and 
that you will say is pretty well.— You mistake, friend, 
said the count; we are not hunters, but travellers; 
but if you will admit us to hunters' fare we shall be 
well contented, and will repay your kindness. -r> Sit 
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down then, brother, said one of the men : Jaques^ 
ky more Fuel on the fire, the kid will soon be 
ready ; bring a seal for the lady too. Ma'amsellp, 
will you taste our brandy ? it is true Barcelona, and 
as bright as ever flowed from a keg. Blanche 
timidly smiled, and was going to refuse, when her 
father prevented her, by taking, with a good-hu- 
moured air, the glass offered to his daughter ; and 
Mons. St. Foix, who was seated next her, pressed 
her hand, and gave her an encouraging look ; bat 
her attention was engaged by a man who &at silently 
by the fire, observing St. toix with a steady and 
earnest eye. 

You lead a jolly life here, said the count. The 
life of a hunter is a pleasant and a healthy one ; and 
the repose is sweet which succeeds to your labour. 

Yes, rephed one of his hosts, our life is pleasant 
enough. We live here only during the summer and 
autumnal months ; in winter, the place is dreary,^ 
and the swoln torrents that descend from the heights 
put a stop to the chase. 

Tis a life of liberty and enjoyment, said the 
count ; I should like to pass a month in your way 
very well. 

We find employment for our guns too, said a man 
who stood behind tlie count : here are plenty of 
b'rds of delicious flavour, that feed upon the wild 
thyme and herbs that grow in the valleys. Now I 
think of it, there is a brace of birds hung up in the 
stone gallery : go fetch them, Jaques ; we will have 
them dressed. 

The count now made inquiry concerning the me- 
thod of pursuing the chase among the rocks and 
precipices of these romantic regions, and was listen • 
mg to a curious detail, when a horn was sounded at 
the gate. Blanche looked timidly at her father, 
who continued to converse on the subject of the 
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chase, but whose countenance was somewhat expre^ 
sive of anxiety, and who oflen turned his eyes to* 
wai:ds that part of the hall nearest the gate. The 
horn sounded again, and a loud halloo succeeded. 
There are some of our companions returned froni 
their day's labour, said a man, going lazily from his 
seat towards the gate ; and in a few minutes two 
men appeared, each with k gun over his shoulder 
and pistols in his belt. What cheer, m^' lads ? what 
cheer ? said they, as they approached. What luck? 
returned their companions : have you brought home 
your supper ? You shall have none else. 

Hah ! who the devil have you brought home ? said 
they in bad Spanish, on perceiving the count's party; 
are they from France, or Spain ? — where did you 
meet with them ? 

They met with us ; and a merry meeting too, re- 
plied his companion aloud in good French. This 
chevalier and his party had lost their way, and asked 
a night's lodging in the fort. The others made no 
reply, but threw down a. kind of knapsack, and drew 
forth several brace of birds. The bag sounded hea- 
vily as it fell to the ground, and the glitter of some 
bright metal within glanced on the eye of the count, 
who now surveyed with a more inquiring look the 
man that held the knapsack. He was a tall robust 
figure, of a hard countenance, and had short black 
hair curling in his neck. Instead of the hunter's 
dress he wore v a faded military uniform; sandals 
were laced on his brpad legs ; and a kind of short 
trowsers hung from his waist. On his head he wore 
a leathern cap, somewhat resembling in shape an 
ancient Roman helmet ; but the brows that scowled 
beneath it would have characterized those of the 
barbarians who conquered Rome, rather than those 
of a Roman soldier. The count at length turned 
away his eyes, and remained silent and thoughtful, 
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tHl, again raising them^ he perceived a figure stand- 
ing in an obscure part of the hall, fixed in attentive 
gaze on St. Foix, who was conversing with Blanche, 
and did not observe this ; but .the count soon after 
saw the same man looking over the shoulder of the 
soldier as attentively at himself. He withdrew his 
eye when that of the count met it, who felt mistrust 
gathering fast upon his mind, but feared to betray 
it in his countenance, and, forcing his features to 
assume a smile, addressed Blanche on some indiffer- 
ent subject. When he again looked round, he per* 
ceived that the soldier and his companion were 
gone. 

The man who was called Jaques now returned 
from the stone gallery. A fire is lighted there, said 
he, and the birds are dressing; the table too is 
spread there, for that place is warmer than this. 

His companions approved of the removal, and in- 
vited their guests to follow to the gallery ; of vi4iom 
Blanche appeared distressed and remained silent, 
and St.*Foix looked at the count, who said he pre- 
ferred the comfortable blaze of the fire he was then 
near. The hunters, however, commended the warmth 
of the other apartment, and pressed his removal 
with such seeming courtesy, that the count, half 
doubting and half fearful of betraying his doubts, 
consented to go. The long and ruinous passages 
tiirough which they went, somewhat daunted him ; 
but the thunder, which now burst in loud peals 
above, made it dangerous to quit this place of shel- 
ter, and he forbore to provoke his conductors by 
showing that he distrusted them. The hunters led 
the way with a lamp : the count and St. Foix, who 
wished to please tlieir hosts by some instances of 
familiarity, carried each a seat, and Blanche follow- 
ed with faltering steps. As she passed on, part of 
her dress caught on a nail in the wall ; and wbilo 
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she stopped, somewhat too scrupulously, to disengage 
it, the count, who was talking to St. Foix, and nei- 
tlier of whom observed the circumstance, followed 
their conductor round an abrupt angle of the pas- 
sage, and Blanche was left behind in darkness* 
The thunder prevented them from hearing her call ; 
but, having disengaged her dress, she quickly fol- 
lowed, as she thought, the way they had taken. A 
light that glimmered at a distance confirmed this 
belief; and she proceeded towards an opeti door 
whence it issued, conjecturing the room beyond to 
be the stone gallery the men had spoken of. Hear- 
ing voices as she advanced, she paused within a few 
paces of the chamber, that she might be certain 
whether she was right ; and from thence, by the light 
of a lamp that hung from the ceiling, observed four 
men seated round a table, over which they leaned 
in apparent consultation. In one of them she distin- 
guished the features of him whom she had observ- 
ed gazing at St. Foix with such deep attention ; and 
who was now speaking in an earnest, though re- 
strained voice, till one of his companions seeming 
to oppose him, they spoke together in a loud and 
Mrsher tone. Blanche, fdarmed by perceiving that 
neither her father nor St. Foix was there, and terri- 
fied at the fierce countenances and manners of these 
men, was turning hastily from the chamber to pur- 
sue her search of the gallery, when she heard one 
of the men say: 

Let all dispute end here. Who talks of danger ? 
Follow my advice, and there will be none— secure 
them^ and the rest are an easy prey* Blanche, struck 
with these words, paused a moment to hear more. 
There is nothing to be got by the rest, said one of 
his companions ; I am never for blood when I can 
help it -dispatch the two others, and our business 
J3 done ; the rest may go. 



MYSTERIES OF UDOLPHO* 245 

May they so ? exclaimed the first ruffian with a 
tremendous ojith— What ! to tell how we have dis- 
posed of their master, and to send the king's troops 
to drag us to the wheel ! You was always a choice 
adviser — I warrant we have not yet forgot St. Tho- 
mas's eve last year. 

Blanche's heart now sunk with horror. Her first 
impulse was to retreat from the door ; but when she 
would have gone, her trembling frame refused to 
support her> and having tottered a few paces to a 
more obscure part of the passage, she was compelled 
to listen to the dreadful counsels of those, who, she 
was no longer suffered to doubt, were banditti, in I 
the next moment she heard the following words : 
Why, you would not murder the whole gavg ? 

I warrant our lives are as good as theirs, replied 
his comrade. If we don't kill them they will hang 
us : better they should die than we be hanged. 

Better, better^ cried his comrades. 

To commit murder is a hopeful way of escaping 
the gallows ! said the first ruffian — many an honest 
ifellow has run his head into the noose that way^ 
though. There was a pause of some momentSi 
during which they appeared to be considering. 

Confound those fellows, exclaimed one of the 
robbers impatiently, they ought to have been here 
by this time^ they will come back presently with the 
old story, and no booty : if they were here, oar 
business would be. plain and easy. I see we shall 
not be able to do the business to-night, for out* 
numbers are not equal to the enemy"; and in the 
morning they will be for marching off, and how 
can we detain them without force ? 

I have been thinking of a scheme that will do, said 
one of his comrades : if we can dispatch the twa 
chevaliers silently, it will be easy to master the rest. 

y3 
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That's a plausible scheme, in good faith! said 
another with a smile of scorn— If 1 can eat my way 
through the prison-wall, I shall be at liberty!-— 
How can we dispatch them silently ? 

By poison, replied his companions. 

Well said ! that will do, said the second rulBan^ 
that will give a lingering death too, and satisfy my 
revenge. These barons shall take care how they 
again tempt our vengeance. 

I knew the son the moment I saw him, said the 
man whom Blanche had observed ga?ing on St. 
Foix, though he does not know me ; the father I 
had almost forgotten. 

Well, you may say what you will, said the third 
ruffian, but I don't believe he is the baron ; and I 
am as likely to know as any of you, for I was one 
of them that attacked him with our brave lads that 
suffered. 

And was not I another? said the first ruffian; I 
tell you he is the baron ; but what does it signify 
whether he is or not ? — shall we let all this booty go 
out of our hands ? It is not often we have such luck 
as this. While we run the chance of the wheel for 
smuggling a few pounds of tobacco, to cheat the 
kings manufactory, and of breaking our necks 
down the precipices in the chase of our food ; and 
now and then rob a brother-smuggler, or a strag- 
gling pilgrim, of what scarcely repays us the powder 
we fire at them ; shall we let; such a prize as this 
go ? Why, they have enough about them to keep us 
for 

I am not for that, I am not for that, replied the 
third robber ; let us make the most of them : only^ 
if this is the baron, I should like to have a flash the 
more at him, for the sake of our brave comrades 
that he brought to the gallows. 
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Aye,. aye, flash as much as you will, rejoined the 
first man, but I tell you the baron is a taller man. 

Confound your quibbling, said the second ruffian, 
shall we let them go or not? If we stay here much 
longer, they will take the hint, and march off 
without our leave. I-et them be who they will, they 
are rich, or why all those servants ? Did you see the 
ring he you call the baron had on his finger?— ii 
was diamond ; but he has not got it on now : he 
saw me looking at it, I warrant, and took it off. 

Aye, and then there is the picture ; did you see 
that ? She has not taken that oW. observed .the first 
ruffian, it hangs at her neck; if it had not sparkled 
80, I ^ould not have found it out, for it was almost 
hid by her dress : those are diamonds too, and a rare 
many of them there must be to go round such a 
large picture. 

But liow are we to manage this business ? said 
the seeoad ruffian, let us talk of that ; there is no 
fear of there being booty enough, but how are we 
to secure it ? 

Aye, aye, said his comrades ; let us talk of that, 
and remember no time is to be lost. 

I am still for poison, observed the third: but 
consider their number ; why there are nine or ten 
of them, and armed too ; when I saw so many at 
the gate, I was not for letting them in, you know, 
nor you either. 

1 thought they might be some of our enemies, 
replied the second ; I did not so much mind num- 
bers. 

But you must mind them now, rejoined his com- 
rade, or it will be worse for you. We are not more 
than six, and how can we master ten by open force ? 
I tell you we must give some of them a dose, and 
the rest may then be managed. 



848 MYSTERIES OF UDOLFHO. 

I'll tell you a better way, rejoined the other im- 
patietitly ; draw closer. 

Blanche, who had listened to this conversation in 
an agony which it would be impossible to describe, 
could no longer distinguish what was said, for the 
ruffians now spoke in lowered voices ; but the hope 
that she might save her friends from the plot, if she 
could find her way quickly to them, suddenly re-ani- 
mated her spirits, and lent her strength enough to 
turn her steps in search of the gallery. Terror, 
however, and darkness conspired against her ; and 
having moved a few yards, the feeble light that 
issued from the chamber no longer even contended 
with the gloom, and her foot stumbhng over a step 
that crossed the passage, she fell to the ground. 

The noise startled the banditti, who became sud- 
denly silent, and then all rushed to the passage, to 
examine whether any person was there who might 
have overheard their counsels. Blanche saw them 
approaching, and perceived their fierce and eager 
looks ; but before she could raise herself, they dis- 
covered and seized her ; and as they dragged her 
towards the chamber they had quitted, her screams 
drew from them horrible threatenings. 

Having reached the room, they began to consult 
what they should do with her. Let us first know 
what she has heard, said the chief robber. How 
long have you been in the passage, lady, and what 
brought you there ? 

Let us first secure that picture, said one of his 
comrades, approaching the trembling Blanche. Fair 
lady, by your leave, that picture is mine ; come, 
fliurrender it, or I shall seize it. 

Blanche, entreating their mercy, immediately 
gave up the miniature, while another of the ruffians 
fiercely interrogated her concerning what she had 
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overheard of their conversation; when her confusion 
and terror too plainly telling what her tongue feared 
to confess, the ruffians looked expressively upon one 
ianother, and two of them withdrew to a remote 
part of the room, as if to consult further. 

These are diamonds, by St. Peter ! exclaimed the 
ibllow who had been examining the miniature, and 
here is a very pretty picture too, Yaith ; as hand- 
some a young chevalier as you would wish to see by 
a summer's sun. Lady, this is your spouse, I war- 
rant, for it 4s the spark that was in your company 
just now. 

Blanche, sinking with terror, conjured him to 
feave pity on her, and, delivering him her purse, 
promised to say nothing of what had passed if he 
would suffer her to return to her friends. 

He smiled ironically, and was going to reply, 
when his atteation was called off by a distant noise; 
and while he listened, he grasped the arm of 
Blanche more firmly, as if he feared she would es- 
cape from him, and she again shrieked for help. 

The approaching sounds called the ruffians from 
the other part of the chamber. We are betrayed, 
Baid they ; but let us listen a moment, perhaps it is 
only our comrades come in from the mountains, and 
if 80, our work is sure — listen! 

A distant discharge of shot confirmed this sup- 
position for a moment ; but in the next, the former 
sounds drawing nearer, the clashing of swords, 
mingled with the voices of loud contention and with 
keavy groans, was distinguished in the avenue 
leading to the chamber. While the ruffians pre- 
pared their arms, they heard themseves called by 
some of their comrades afar off, and then a shrill 
horn was sounded without the fortress, a sii^nal, it 
appeared, they too well understood ; for three of 
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them, leaving the Lady Blanche to the care of the 
fourth, instantly rushed from the chamber. 

While Blanche, trembling and nearly fainting, 
was supplicating for release, she heard, amid the 
tumult that approached, the voice of St. Foix ; and 
she had scarcely renewed her shriek, when the door 
of the room was thrown open, and he appeared 
much disfigured with blood, and pursued by several 
ruffians. Blanche neither saw nor heard any more ; 
her head swam, her sight failed, and she became 
senseless in the arms of the robber who had detained 
her. 

When she recovered, she perceived, by thegloomy 
light that trembled round her, that she was in the 
same chamber; but neither the count, St. Foix, 
nor any other person appeared, and she continued 
for some time entirely still, and nearly in a state 
of stupefaction. But the dreadful images of the 
past returning, she endeavoured to raise herself, 
that she might seek her friends ; when a sullen 
groan at a little distance reminded her of St. Foix^ 
and of the condition in which she had seen him enter 
this room ; then, starting from the floor by a sudden 
effort of horror, she advanced to the place whence 
the sound had proceeded, where a body was lying 
stretched upon the pavement, and where, by th^ 
glimmering light of a lamp, she discovered the pale 
and disfigured countenance of St. Foix, Her hor- 
rors at that moment may be easily imagined. He 
was speechless; his eyes were half closed; and on 
the hand which she grasped in the agony of despair 
cold damps had settled. While she vainly repeated 
his name, and called for assistance, steps approached, 
and a person entered the chamber, who, she soon 
perceived, was not the count her father ; but what 
was her astonishment, when, supplicating him to 
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give his assistance to St. Foix, she discovered Ludo« 
vico ! He scarcely paused to recognise her, but im- 
mediately bound up tlie grounds of the chevalier, and 
Eerceiving that he had fainted probably from loss of 
lood, ran for water ; but he had been absent only 
a few moments, when Blanche heard other steps 
approaching; and while she was almost frantic with 
apprehension of the ruffians, the light of a torch 
flashed upon the walls, and then Count de ViUefort 
appeared with an affrighted countenance, and breath- 
less with impatience, calling upon his daughter. 
At the sound of his voice she rose, and ran to his 
arms, while he, letting fall the bloody sword he held, 
pressed her to his bosom in a transport of gratitude 
and joy, and then hastily inquired for St. Foix, 
who now gave some signs of life. Ludovi^ soon 
after returning with water and brandy, the former 
was applied to his lips, and the latter to his temples 
and hands, and Blanche, at length, saw him un- 
close his eyes, and then heard him inquire for her : 
but the joy she felt on this occasion was in^terrupted 
by new alarms, when Ludovico said it would be 
necessary to remove Mons. St. Foix immediately, 
and added. The banditti that are out, my Lord, were 
expected home an hour ago, and they will certainly 
find us if we delay. That shrill horn, they know, is 
never sounded by their comrades but on most de- 
sperate occasions, and it echoes among the mountains 
for many leagues round. I have known them 
brought home by its sound even from the Pied de 
Melicant* Is any body standing watch at the great 
gate, my Lord ? 

Nobody, replied the count ; the rest of my people 
are now scattered about, I scarcely know where. 
Go, Ludovico, collect them together, and look out 
yourself, and listen if you hear the feet of mules. 

Ludovico then hurried away, and the count con- 
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suited as to the means of removing St. Foix, wti(f 
could not have borne the motion ofa mule,even if bi« 
strength would have supported him in the saddle. 

While the count was telling that the banditti, 
whom they had found in the fort, were secured in 
the dungeon, Blanche observed that he was himself 
wounded, and that his arm was entirely useless; 
but he smiled at her anxiety^ assuring her the 
wound was tricing. 

The count*s servants, except two who kept watch 
at the gate, now appeared, and, soon after, Ludo- 
vico. I think 1 hear mules coming along the glen, 
my Lord, said he^ but the roaring of the torrent be- 
low will not let me be certain : howeyer, I have 
brought what will serve the chevalier, he added, 
showing a bear's skin fastened to a couple of long 
poles, which had been adapted for the purpose of 
bringing home such of the banditti as happened to 
be wounded in their encounters. Ludovico Spread 
it on the ground, and, placing the skins of several 
goats upon it, made a kind of bed, into which the 
chevalier, who was however now much revived, was 
gently lifted ; and the poles being raised upon the 
shoulders of the guides, whose footing among these 
steeps could best be depended upon, he was borne 
along with an easy motion. Some of the count's 
servants were also wounded, but not materially; 
and their wounds being bound up, they now fol- 
lowed to the great gate. As they passed along the 
hall, a loud tumult was heard at some distance, and 
Blanche was terrified. It is only those villains in 
the dungeon, my Lady, said Ludovico. They seem 
to be bursting it open, said the count. No, my 
Lord, replied Ludovico, it has an iron door ; we 
have nothing to fear from them ; but let me go 
first, and look out from the rampart. 

They quickly followed him, and found their mules 
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browsing before the gates, where the party listened^ 
anxiously, but heard no sound, except that of the 
torrent below, and of the early breeze sighing among 
thfe branches of the old oak that grew in the court ; 
and they were now glad to perceive the first tints 
of dawn over the mountain -tops. When they had 
mounted their mules, Ludovico, undertaking to be 
their guide, led them by an easier path than that 
by which they had formerly ascended into the glen, 
Wemusl-avoid that valley to the east, my Lord, said 
he, or we may meet the banditti ; they went out 
that way in the morning. 

The travellers, soon after, quitted this glen, and 
found themselves in a narrow valley that stretched 
towards the north-west. The morning-light upon 
the mountains now strengthened fast, and gradually 
discovered the green hillocks that skirted the wind- 
ing feet of the cliffs, tufted with cork-tree and ever- 
green oak. The thunder-clouds, being dispersed^ 
had lefl the sky perfectly serene, and Blanche was 
revived by the fresh breeze and by the view of ver- 
dure which the late rain had brightened. Soon afler, 
the sun rose, when the dripping rocks, with the 
shrubs that fringed their summits, and many a turfy 
slope below, sparkled in his rays. A wreath of mist 
was seen floating along the extremity of the valley; 
but the gale ' bore it before the travellers, and the 
8un-beams gradually drew it up towards the sum- 
mit of the mountains. They had proceeded about 
a league, when St. Foix having complained of ex- 
treme faintness, they stopped to give him refresh- 
ment, and that the men who bore him might rest. 
Ludovico had brought from the fort some flasks of 
rich Spanish wine, which now proved a reviving 
cordial not only to St. Foix but to the whole party; 
though to him it gave only a temporary relief, for 
it fed the fever that burned in his veins, and he 
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could neither di^goise in his countenance the an- 
guish he su&red, nor suitress the wish that he was 
arrived at the inn where thejrhad designed to pass 
theprecediog night. 

While thej thus reposed themselyes under the 
diade of the dark green pines, the count desired 
LudoYico to explain shortly by what means he had 
disappeared from the north apartment, how he came 
into the hands of the banditti, and how he had con- 
tributed so essentially to serve him and his hmlAj^ 
for to him he justly attributed their present deliver- 
ance. Ludovico was going to obey him, when sud- 
denly th^ heard the echo of a pistoKshot from the 
wigr they Bad passed, and they rose in alarm, hastil/ 
to pursue their route. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 



Ah, why did Fate his steps decoy 
In stonily padis to roam, 
BemoCe from all congenial joy ! 

Bmilt, meanwhile, was still suffering anxiety as to 
^e &e of Valancourt; but Theresa, having at 
length found a person whom she could intrust on 
ber errand to the steward, informed her that the 
messenget' would return on the following day ; and 
Emily promised to be at the cottage, Theresa being 
too lame to attend her. 

In the evening, therefore, EmDy set out alone 
for the cotti^ with a melancholy foreboding cm- 
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i:eming Valancourtt while perhaps the gloom of the 
hour might contribute to depress her spirits. It was 
a gray autumnal evening, towards the close of the' 
Keason ; heavy mists partially obscured the moun« 
tairiSy and a shilling breeze, that sighed among the 
heech woods, strewed her path with son^e of their 
last yellow leaves. These, circling in the blast, and 
foretelling the death of the year, gave an image of 
desolation to her mind, and in her fancy seemed to 
announce the death of Valancourt^ Of this she had 
indeed, more than once, so strong a presentiment^ 
that she was on the point of returning home, feel- 
ing herself unable to encounter with the certainty 
fihe liad^ anticipated ; but, contending with her emo- 
tions, she so far commanded themi as to be able to 
proceeds 

While A& i^alked mournfully on, gazing on the 
Jong volumes of vapoi^r that poured upon the sky, 
and watching the swallows tossed along the wind, 
now disappearing among tempestuous clouds, and 
ihen emerging, for a moment, in circles upon the 
<;almer air, me aQictions ai^d vicissitudes oi her 
late life seemed portrayed in these fleeting in^a^es; 
— 4hu8 had she been tost upon the stormy sea of 
misfortune for the last jenir, with but short inter^ 
yals of peace, if peace that could be called which 
was only the delay of evils. And now, when she 
had esci^ped from so many dangers, was become in- 
dependent of the will of those who had oppressed 
ber, and found herself mispress of a large fortune, 
^nmr, when she migh|; reasonably have expected 
happiness, she perceived that she was as aistant 
lirom it as ever. She would have accused herself of 
weakness and ingratitude in thus suffering a sense 
of the various blessings she possessed to be over- 
come by that of a single misfortune, had this mis* 
fortune affected herself alone : but when she had 
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wept for Valancourt even as 1 iving, tears of com- 
passion had mingled with those of regret; and white 
she lamented a human being degraded to vice, and 
consequently to misery, reason and humanity claim- 
ed these tears, and fortitude had not yet taught her 
to separate them from those of love. In the pre- 
sent moments, however, it was not the certainty of 
his guilt, but the apprehension of his death (of a 
death also, to which she herself, however innocent- 
ly, appeared to have been in some degree instru- 
mental) that oppressed her. This fear increased, 
•as the means of certainty concerning it approached; 
and when she came within view of Theresa's cot- 
tage, she was so much disordered, and her resolu- 
tion failed her so entirely, that, unable to proceed, 
she rested on a bank beside her path; where as she 
'sat, the wind that groaned sullenly among the lofty 
.branches above, seemed to her melancholy imagina- 
tion to bear the sounds of distant lamentation, and 
in the pauses of the gust she still fancied she heard 
the feeble and far-off notes of distress. Attention 
convinced her that this was no more than fancy ; 
but the increasing gloom, which seemed the sudden 
close of day, soon warned her to depart, and with 
faltering steps she again moved towards the cot- 
tage. . I'hrough the casement appeared the cheer- 
ful blaze of a wood fire^ and Theresa, who had ob- 
served Emily approaching, was already at the door 
to receive her. 

It is a cold evening. Madam, said she ; storms 
are coming on, and I thought you would like a fire. 
Do take this chair by the hearth. 

Emily, thanking her for this consideration, sat 
down; and then looking in her face, on which the 
wood-fire threw a gleam, she was struck with its 
expression, and, unable to speak, sunk back in her 
ehair with a countenance so full of woe, that ThQ<* 
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resa instantly comprehended the occasion of it> but 
ehe remained silent. Ah ! said Emily at length, 
it is unnecessary for me to ask the result of your 
inquiry — your silence and that look sufficiently ex« 
plain it ; — he is dead ! 

Alas! my dear young lady, replied Theresa, while 
tears filled her eyes, this world is made up of 
trouble ; the rich have their share as well as the 
poor I But we must endeavour to bear what Heaven 
pleases. 

He is dead then ! interrupted Emily; Valancourt 
is dead ! 
A-well-a-day ! I fear he is, replied Theresa. 
You fear ! said Emily ; do you only fear ? 
Alas! yes, Madam, I fear he is! neither the 
steward nor any of the Epourville family have 
heard of him smce he left Languedoc ; and the 
count is in great affliction about him, for he says 
he was always punctual in writing, but that now qq 
has not received a line from him since he left Lant 
guedoc ; he appointed to be at home three weeks 
ago, but he has neither come nor written, and they 
fear some acciclent has befallen him. Alas ! that 
ever I should live to cry for his death I I am old, 
and might have died . without being missed ; but 
he— —Emily was faint, and asked for some water ; 
and Theresa, alarmed by the voice in which she 
spoke, hastened to ^er assistance ; and while she 
held the water to Emily's lips, continued. My dear 
young mistress, do not take it so to heart ; the che- 
valier may be alive and Well, for all this ; let us hope 
the best ! 

O no! I cannot hope, said Emily; I am acquainted 
with circumstances that will not suffer me to hope. 
I am somewhat better now, and can hear what you 
have to say. Tell me^ I entreat, the particulars of 
what you know. 

zS 
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Stay till you are a little better : Mademoiselle, 
you look sadly ! 

O no, Theresa, tell me all, while I have the 
power to hear it, said Emily ; tell me all, 1 conjure 
you! 

Well, Madam, I will then : but the steward did 
Dot say much ; for Richard says he seemed shy of 
talking about Monsieur Valancourt, and what he 
•gathered was from Gabriel, one of the servants, who 
said he had heard it from my Lord's gentleman. 
What did he hear ? said Emily. 
Why, Madam, Richard has but a bad memory, 
and could not remember half of it ; and if I had 
not asked him a great many questions, I should 
have heard little indeed. But he says that Gabriel 
said, that he and all the other servants were in 
great trouble about M. Valancourt, for that he was 
such a kind young gentleman, they ail loved him 
as well as if he had been their own brother — and 
now, to think what was become of him ! For he 
used to be so courteous to them all ; and if any of 
them had been in fault, M. Valancourt was the Brst 
to persuade my Lord to forgive them. And then, 
if any poor family was in distress, I\L Valancourt 
was the first, too, to relieve them, though some 
folks, not a great way off, could have afforded that 
much better than he. And then, said Gabriel, he 
was so gentle to every body, and for all he had 
such a noble look with him, he never would com- 
mand, and call ^bout him, as some of your quality 
people do, and we never minded him the less for 
that. Nay, saj's Gabriel, for that matter, we minded 
him the more, and would all have run to obey him 
at a word, sooner than if some folks had told ua 
what to do at full length ; aye, and were more 
ftfraid of displeasing him, toO; than of them that 
used rough words to us* 
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Emily, who no longer considered it to be dan- 
gerous to listen to praise bestowed on V^lancourt, 
did not attempt to interrupt Theresa, but sat at- 
tentive to her words, though almost overwhelmed 
with grief. My Lord, continued Theresa, frets 
about iM. Valancourt sadly ; and the more, because 
they say he had been rather liarsh against him lately. 
Gabriel said he had it from my Lords valet, that M. 
Valancourt had comported himself wildly at Paris, 
and had spent a great deal of money, more a great 
deal than my Lord liked, for he loves money better 
than M, Valancourt, who had been led astray sadly. 
Nay, for that niattei:, M. Valancourt had been put 
into prison at Paris, and my Lord, says Gabriel, re- 
fused to take hira out, and said he deserved to 
suffer ; and when old Gregoire, the butler, heard 
• of this, he actually bought a walking-stick to tak^ 
with him to Paris, to visit his young master; but the 
next thing we hear is, that M. Valancourt is coming 
home. O, it was a joyful day when he came ! but 
he was sadly altered, and my Lord looked very cool 
upon him; and he was very sad indeed. And soon 
-after, he went away again into Lariguedoc, and 
since that time we have never seen him. 

Theresa paused ; and Emily, sighing deeply, re- 
mained with her eyes fixed upon the floor, without 
speaking. . After a long pause, she inquired what 
further Theresa had heard. Yet why should I ask ? 
she added ; what you have already told is too much. 
O Valancourt! thou art gone— for ever gone! and 
I — I have murdered thee ! These words, and the 
countenance of despair which accompanied them^ 
alarmed Theresa, who began to fear that the shock 
of the intelligence Emily had just received had af- 
fected her senses. My dear young lady^ be com- 
posed, said she, and do not say such frightful words. 
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You murder M. Valancourt I-— dear heart ! Emiljr 
replied only by a heavy sigh. 

Dear lady, it breaks my heart to see you look so, 
said Theresa : do not sit with your eyes upon the 
ground, and all so pale and melancholy ; it frightens 
me to see you. Emily was still silent, and did not 
appear to hear any thing that was said to her. 
Besides, Mademoiselle, continued Theresa, M. Va- 
lancourt may be alive and merry yet, for what we 
know* 

At the mention of his name Epaily raised her 
eyes, and fixed them in a wild gaze upon Theresa, 
as if she was endeavouring to understand what had 
been said. Aye, my dear lady, said Theresa, mis- 
taking the meaning of this considerate air, M. Va^ 
lancourt may be alive and merry yet. 

On the repetition of these words Emily compre- 
hended their import, but instead of producing the 
effect intended, they seemed only to heighten her 
distress. She rose hastily from her chair, paced the 
little room with quick steps, and often sighing 
deeply, clasped her hands, and shuddered. 

Meanwhile, Theresa, with simple but honest af- 
fection, endeavoured to comfort her ; put more 
wood on the fire, stirred it up into a brighter blaze, 
swept the hearth, set the chair, which Emily had 
left, in a warmer situation, and then drew forth 
from a cupboard a flask of wine. It is a stormy 
night. Madam, said she, and blows cold — do come 
nearer the fire, and take a glass of this wine ; it will 
comfort you, as it has done me often and often, 
for it is not such wine as one gets every day ; it is 
rich Languedoc, and the last of six flasks that M. 
Valancourt sent me the night before he left Gascony 
for Paris. They have served me ever since as cor- 
dials ; and I uever drink it| but I thmk of him, and 
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what kind words he said to me when he gave them, 
ITieresa, says he, you are not young now, and 
should have a glass of good wine now and then. I 
will send you a few flasks; and when you taste them, 
you will sometimes remember me your friend. Yes 
—those were his very words— me your friend! 
Emily still paced the room, without seeming to 
hear what 1 heresa said, who continued speaking. 
And 1 have remembered him often enough, poor 
young gentleman ! — for he gave me this roof for a 
shelter, and that which has supported me. Ah ! he 
is in heaven with my blessed master, if ever saint 
was! 

Theresa's voice faltered ; she wept, and set down 
the flask, unable to pour out the wine. Her grief 
«eemed to recall Emily from her own, who went 
towards her, but then stopped, and, having gazed 
on her for a moment, turned suddenly away, as if 
overwhelmed by the reflection that it was Valan- 
court whom Theresa lamented. 

While she yet paced the room, the still soft note 
of an oboe, or flute, was heard mingling with the 
blast, the sweetness of which affected Emily's spirits: 
she paused a moment in attention. The tender 
tones, as they swelled along the wind, till they 
were lost again in the ruder gust, came with a 
plaintiveness that touched her heart, and she melted 
into tears. 

Aye, said Theresa, drying her eyes, there is 
Richard, our neighbour's son, playing on the oboe; 
it is sad enough to hear such sweet music now, 
'Emily continued to weep without replying, H^ 
often plays of an evening, added Theresa, and 
sometimes the young folks dance to the sound of 
his oboe. But, dear young lady ! do not cry so ; 
and pray take a glass of this wine, continued Clb^i 
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pourinff some into a glass, and handing it to Emilyi 
who reluctantly took it. 

Taste it for M. Valancourt's sake, said Theresa^ 
as Emily lifted the glass to her lips ; for he gave it 
me, you knovr, Madam. Emily's hand trembled, 
and she spilt the wine as she withdrew it from her 
lips. For whose sake ?— who gave the wine ? said 
4Bhe in a faltering voice. M. Valancourt, dear lady : 
I knew you would be pleased with it. It is the last 
^aslj: I have left. 

EmiJy set the wine upon the cable, and burst 
into tears ; white Theresa, disappointed and alarmed, 
tried to comfort her ; but she only waved her hand, 
entreated she might be left alone, and wept the 
more. 

A knock at the cottage-door prevented Theresa 
from immediately obeying her mistress ; and she 
was goinff to open it, when Emily, checking her, 
requested she would not admit any person ; but 
afterwards recollecting that she had ordered her ser- 
vant to attend her home, she said it was only Phi- 
lippe, and endieavoured to restrain her tears, whil^ 
llieresa opened the door. 

A voice that spoke without drew Emily's atten- 
tion. She listened, turned her eyes to the door, 
when a person now appeared; and immediately a 
bright gleam that flashed from the fire, discovered 
-^Valancourt ! 

Emiiy, on perceiving him, started from her chair, 
trembled, and, sinking into it again, became in- 
sensible to all around ner. 

A scream from Theresa now told that she knew 
Valancourt, whom her imperfect sight and the 
duskiness of the place ha(l prevented her from im- 
mediately recollecting ; but his attention was imme- 
iliately called from her to the person whom he saw 
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&1Iilig from a chair near the fire ; and hastening 
to her assistance — he perceived that he was Sippport-* 
ing Emily 1' The various emotions that seized him 
upon thus unexpectedly meeting with her, from 
whom he had beheved he had parted for ever, and 
on beholding her pale and lifeless in his arms — mayi 
perhaps^ be imagined, though they could neither 
be then expressed nor now described, any more than 
Emily's sensations, when at length she unclosed her 
eyes, and, looking up, again saw Yalancourt. The 
intense anxiety with which he regjarded her was in* 
stantly changed to an expression of mingled joy and 
tenderness, as his eye met hers, and he perceived 
that she was revivins. But he could only exclaim, 
Emily I as he silenUy watched her recovery, while 
she averted her eye, and feebly attempted to with- 
draw her hand ; but in these the first moments which 
succeeded to the pangs his supposed death had oc- 
casioned her, she forgot every fault which h^d for- 
merly claimed indignation ; and beholding Valan- 
court such as he appeared when he won her early 
affection, she experienced emotions of only tender- 
oess and joy. This, alas ! was but the sunshine of 
a few short moments ; recollections rose like clouds 
upon her mind, and, darkening the illusive image 
that possessed it, she again beheld Valancourt de- 

fraded—-Valan court unworthy the esteem and ten- 
erness she had once bestowed upon him: her spirits 
faltered; and withdrawing her hand, she turned 
from him to conceal her grief, while he, yet more 
embarrassed and agitated, remained silent. 

A sense of what she owed to herself restrained her 
tears, and taught her soon to overcome, in some 
degree, the emotions of mingled joy and sorrow 
that contended at her heart as she rose, and, having 
thanked him for the assistance he had given her, 
bade Theresa good evening. As iihe was leaving tht* 
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cottage, Valancourt, who seemed suddenly ^wakened 
as from a dream, entreated, in a voice that pleaded 
powerfully for compassion, a few moments' atten- 
tion. Emily's heart, perhaps, pleaded as powerfully ; 
but she had resolution enough to resist both, toge* 
ther with the clamorous entreaties of Theresa, that 
she would not venture home alone in the dark ; and 
had already opened the cottage-door, when the pelt- 
ing storm compelled her to obey their requests. 

Silent and embarrassed she returned to the fire, 
while Valancourt, with increasing agitation, paced 
the room, as if he wished yet feared to speak, and 
Theresa expressed without restraint her joy and 
wonder upon seeing him. 

Dear heart ! Sir, said she, I never was so surprised 
and overjoyed in my life. We were in great tri- 
bulation before you came, for we thought you was 
dead, and were talking and lamenting about you 
just when you knocked at the door. My young 
mistress there was crying, fit to break her heart — 

Emily looked with much displeasure at Theresa; 
but, before she could speak, Valancourt. unable to 
repress the emotion which Theresa's imprudent dis- 
covery occasioned, exclaimed, O my Emily ! am I 
then still dear to you ? Did you, indeed, honour 
me with a thought — a tear ? O heavens ! you weep 
—you weep now ! 

Theresa, Sir, said Emily with a reserved air, and 
trying to conquer her tears, has reason to remember 
you with gratitude, and she was concerned because 
she had hot lately heard of you. Allow me to thank 
you for the kindness you have shown her, and to say, 
that since I am now upon the spot, she must not be 
further indebted to you. 

Emily ! said Valancourt, no longer master of his 
emotions, is it thus you meet him whom once you 
meant to honour with your hand— thus you meet 
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hita, who has loved you, sufiered for you ? — Yet 
what do I say ? Pardon me^ pardon me, Mademoi- 
selle St. Aubert, I know not what 1 utter. I have 
no longer any claim upon your remembrance—I 
have forfeited every pretension to your esteem, your 
love. Yes ! let me not forget that I once possessed 
your affections, though to know that I have lost 
them is my severest affliction. Affliction — dol call 
it ? — ^that is a term of mildness. 

Dear heart ! said Theresa, preventing Emily from 
replying, talk of once having her affections ! Why, 
my dear young lady loves you now better than sne 
does any body in the whole world, though she pre- 
tends to deny it. 

This is insupportable ! said Emily ; Theresa, you 
know not what you say. Sir, if you respect my 
tranquillity, you will spare me from the continu- 
ance of this distress. 

I do respect your tranquillity too much, volun- 
tarily to interrupt it, replied Valancourt, in whose 
i)osom pride now contended with tenderness ; and 
will not be -a voluntary intruder. I would have 
^ entreated a few moments* attention — ^yet I know 
not for what purpose, You have ceased to esteem 
xpe ; and to recount to. you my sufterings will de- 
grade me more, without exciting even your pity* 
Yet 1 have been, O Emily ! I am indeed very wretch- 
ed ! added Valancourt in a voice that softened 
from solemnity into grief. 

What ! is my dear young master going out in all 
this rain ? said Theresa. No, he shall not stir a 
step. Dear ! dear ! to see how gentlefolks caa 
afford to throw away their happiness ! Now, if you 
were poor people, there would be none of this. To 
talk of junworthiness, and not caring about one 
another, wlien I know there are not such a kind-^ 
hearted lady and gentleman ia he whole province/ 
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nor any that love one another so well, if the truth 
#as spoken ! 

Emilyy in extreme vexation, now rose from her 
chair : I must be gone, said she, the storm is over. 

Stay, Emily ! stay, Mademoiselle St. Aubert! said 
Valancourt, summoning all his resolution; I will no 
longer distress you by ray presence. Forgive me, 
that i did not sooner obey you, and, if you can, 
sometimes pity one, who in losing you — ^hast lost all 
hope of peace ! May you be happy, Emily, how- 
ever wretched I remain — happy as my fondest wish 
would have you ! 

His voice faltered with the last words, and his 
countenance changed, while, with a look of ineffid)le 
tenderness and grief, he gazed upon her for an 
instant, and then quitted the cottage. 

Dear heart ! dear heart ! cried Theresa, follow* 
ing to the door, why. Monsieur Valancourt ! how 
it rains ! what a night is this to turn him out in ! 
Why it will give him his death ; and it was but now 
jou was crying. Mademoiselle, because he was dead. 
Well! young ladies do change their mind in u 
minutei as one may say ! 

Emily made no reply, for she heard not what wa« 
said, while, lost in sorrow and thought, she re- 
mained in her chair by the fire, with her eyes fixed| 
and the image of Valancourt still before them. 

M. Valancourt is sadly altered! Madam, said The- 
resa ; he looks so thin to what he used to do, and 
so melancholy, and then he wears his arm in a sling. 

Emily raised her eyes at these words, for she had 
not. observed this last circumstance, and she now 
did not doubt that Valancourt had received the shot 
of her gardener at Thoulouse : with this conviction, 
her pity for him returning, she blamed herself for 
having occasioned him to leave the cottage during 
the storm. 
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Soon afler her servants arrived with the carriage ; 
and Emily having censured Theresa for her thought- 
less conversation to Valancourt, and strictly charg- 
ing her never to repeat any hints of the same kind 
to him, withdrew to her home, thoughtful and dis- 
consolate. 

Meanwhile Valancourt had returned to a little 
inn of the village, where he had arrived only a 
few moments before his visit to J'heresa's cottage* 
on the way from Thoulouse to the chateau of the 
Count de Duvarney, where he had not been since 
he bade adieu to Emily at Chateau-le-Blanc, in the 
neighbourhood of which he had lingered for a con« 
siderable time, unable to summon resolution enough 
to quit a place that contained the object most dear 
to his heart. There were times, indeed, when grief 
and despair urged him to appear again before Emily^ 
and, regardless of his ruined circumstances, to re« 
new his suit. Pride, however, and the tenderness 
of his affection, which could no]; long endure the 
thought of involving her in. his misfortunes, at 
length so far triumphed over passion, that he relin* 
quished this desperate design, and quitted Chateau- 
le- Blanc. But still his fancy wandered among the 
scenes which had witnessed his early love ; and on 
his way to Gascony he stopped at Thoulouse, where 
he remained when Emily arrived, concealing, yet 
indulging, his melancholy in the gardens where he 
had formerly passed with her so ^nany happy hoqrs ; 
often recurring with vain regret to the evening 
before her departure for Italy, when she had so un«> 
expectedly met him on the terrace, and endeavour- 
ing to recall to his memory every word and look 
which had then charmed him, the arguments he 
had employed to dissuade her from the journey^ 
and the tenderness of their last farewell. In such 
metancboly recollections he had been indulging* 
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when JltTiily unexpectedly appeared to him on this 
very terrace, the evening after her arrival at Thou- 
louse. His emotions, on thus seeing her, can 
scarcely be imagined ; but he so far overcame the 
first promptings of love, that he forbore to discover 
himself, and abruptly quitted the gardens. Still, 
however, the vision he had seen haunted his mind ; 
he became more wretched than before; and the 
only solace of his sorrow was to return in the silence 
of the night, to follow the paths which he believed 
her steps had pressed during the day, and to watch 
round the habitation where she reposed. It was in 
one of these mournful wanderings that he had re- 
ceived by the fire of the gardener, who mistook him 
for a robber, a wound in his arm, which had de- 
tained him at Thouloase, till very lately, under the 
hands of a surgeon. There, regardless of himself 
and careless of his friends, whose late unkindness 
had urged him to believe that they were indifferent 
as to his fate, he remained, without informing them 
of his situation ; and now, being sufficiently re- 
covered to bear travelling, he had taken La Valine 
in his way to Estuviere, the count's residence, partly 
for the purpose of hearing of Emily, and of being 
again near her, and partly for that of inquiring into 
the situation of poor old Theresa, who he had reason 
to suppose had been deprived of her stipend, small 
as it was, and which inquiry had brought him to 
her cottage when Emily happened to be there. 

This unexpected interview, which had at once 
shown him the tenderness of her love and the 
strength of her resolution, renewed all the acuteness 
of the despair that had attended their former se- 

Earation, and. which no effort of reason could teach 
im, in these moments, to subdue. Her image, her 
look, the tones of her voice, all dwelt on his fancy, 
-^ powerfully as they had lately appeared to hit 



MVSTERIES OF UDOLPHO. 269 

tenses, and banished from his heart every emotion 
except those of love and despair. 

Before the evening concluded, he returned to 
Theresa's cottage, that he might hear her talk of 
Emily, and be in the place where she had so lately 
been. The joy Mt and expressed by that faithful 
servant was quickly changed to sorrow;, when she 
observed, at one moment, his wild and phrensied 
look, and, at another, the dark melancnoly that 
overhunff him. 

After he had listened, and for a considerable time, 
to all she had to relate concerning Emily, he gave 
Theresa nearly all the money he had about him, 
though she repeatedly refused it, declaring that her 
mistress had amply supplied her wants ; and then, 
drawing a ring of value from his finger, he delivered 
it her with a solemn charge to present it to Emily, 
of whom he entreated, as a last favour, that she 
would preserve it for hi9 sake, and sometimes, when 
she looked upon it, remember the unhappy giver. 

Theresa wept as she received |he rmg, but it 
was more from sympathy than from any presenti- 
ment of evil ; and before she could reply, Valan- 
court abruptly left the cottage. She foUowtd him 
to the door, caUing upon his name, and entreating 
him to return; but ene received no answer, and 
saw him no more. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



Call up him that left half-told 
The fttoi^ oif Cambuscan bold. 



MlLTOl^ 



On the following morning, as Emily sat in the par- 
lour adjoining the library, reflecting on the scene of 
the preceding night, Annette rushed wildly into the 
room, and, without speaking, sunk breathless into 
a chair. It was some time before she could answer 
the anxious inquiries of Emily, as to the occasion of 
her emotion ; but at length she exclaimed, I have 
seen his ghost, Madam, I have seen his ghost ! 

Whom do you mean ? said Emily wiih extreme 
impatience. 

it came in from the hall. Madam, continued 
Annette, as I was crossing to the parlour. 

Whom are you speaking of? repeiated Emily— 
Who ^ame in from the hall ? 

It was dressed just as I have seen him, often 
And often, added Annette. Ah ! who could have 

thought 

Emily's patience was now exhausted ; and she 
was reprimanding her for such idle fancies, when a 
servant entered the room, and informed her that a 
stranger without begged leave co speak with her. 

It immediately occurred to Emily that this stran« 
ger was Valancourt, and she told the servant to in- 
form him that she was engaged, and could not sep 
any person. 

The servant having delivered his message, re- 
turned with one from the stranger, urging the first 
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requei^ty and saying that he had something of con- 
seauence to commun icate ; while Annette, who had 
hitherto sat silent and amazed, now started up, and 
crying, It is Ludovico I — it is Ludovico ! ran out of 
the room. Emily bade the servant follow her, and, 
if it really was Ludovico, to show him into the par- 
lour. 

In a few minutes Ludovico appeared, accompanied 
bv Annette, who, as joy rendered her forgetful of 
all rules of decorum towards her mistress, would 
Dot suffer any person to be heard for some time but 
herself. Emily expressed surprise and satisfaction 
on seeing Ludovico in saiety ; and the first emotions 
increased, when he delivered letters from Count de 
Villefort and the Lady Blanche, informing her of 
their late adventure, and of their jiresent situation 
at an inn among the Pyrenees, where they had 
been detained by the illness of Mons. St. Foix and 
the indisposition of Blanche, who added, that the 
Baron St. Foix wasjust arrived to attend his son to 
his chateau, where he would remain till the perfect 
recovery of his wounds, and then return to Lan- 
guedoc, but that her father and herself proposed to 
be at La Valine on the following day. She added, 
that Emily s presence would be expected at the 
approaching nuptials, and begged she would be 
prepared to proceed in a few days to Chateau-le* 
Blanc. For an account of Ludovico's adventure she 
referred her to himself; and Emijy, though much 
interested concerning the means by which he had 
disappeared from the north apartments, had the for- 
bearance to suspend the gratification of her curiosity 
till he had taken some refreshment, and had con- 
versed with Annette, whose joy, on seeing him in 
safety, could not have been more extravagant had 
he arisen from the grave. 

Meanwhile, Emily perused again the letters of 
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her friends, whose expressions of esteem and kind- 
ness were very necessary consolations to her hearty 
awakened as it was by the late interview to emotions 
of keener sorrow and regret. 

The invitation to Chateau-le-Blanc was pressed 
with so much kindness by the count and his daugh- 
ter, who strengthened it by a message from the 
countess, and tne occasion of it was so important 
to her friend, that Emily could not refuse to accept 
it ; nor, though she wished to remain in the quiet 
shades of her native home, could she avoid perceiv- 
ing the impropriety of remaining there alone, since 
Yalancourt was again in the neighbourhood. Some- 
times, too, she thought that change of scenery and 
the society of her friends might contribute more 
than retirement, to restore her to tranquillity. 

When Ludovico again appeared, she desired him 
to give a detail of his adventure in the north apart- 
ments, and to tell by what means he»became a com- 
panion of the banditti wiUi whom the count had 
found him. 

lie immediately obeyed; while Annette, who had 
not yet had leisure to ask him many questions od 
the subject, prepared to listen with a countenance 
of extreme curiosity, venturing to remind her lady 
of her incredulity concerning spirits in the castle c£ 
Udolpho, and of her own sagacity in believing in 
them ; while Emily, blushing at the consciousness 
of her late credulity, observed, that if Ludovico'i 
adventure could justify Annette's superstition, he 
had probably not been here to relate it. 

Ludovico smiled at Annette, and bowed to Emily, 
and then began as follows : . 

You may remember, Madam, that on the night 
when I sat up in the north chamber, my Lord the 
count and Mons. Henri accompanied me thither, 
and that while they remainied there nothing happen- 
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ed to excite any alarm. When they were gioe I 
made a fire in the bed •'room, and not being inc ined 
to sleep, I sat down on the hearth with a book 1 had 
brought with me to divert my mind. 1 confess I 
did sometimes look round the chamber with some* 
thing like apprehension 

Very like it, I dare say, interrupted Annette ; 
and I dare say too, if the truth was known, you 
shook from head to foot. Not quite so bad as that, 
replied Ludovico smiling ; but several times, as the 
wind whistled round the castle and shook the old 
casements, I did fancy I heard odd noises, and once 
or twice I got up and looked about me ; but no- 
thing was to be seen except the grim figures in the 
tapestry, which seemed to frown upon me as I look- 
ed at them. I had sat thus for above an hour, con- 
tinued Ludovico, when again I thought I heard a 
noise, and glanced my eyes round the room to dis- 
cover what it came from ; but, not perceiving any 
thing, I began to read again; and when I had nnish- 
ed the story I was upon, I felt drowsy and dropped 
asleep. But presently 1 was awakened by the noise 
I had heard before, and it seemed to come from that 
part of the chamber where the bed stood ; and then, 
whether it was the story L had been reading that 
affiscted my spirits, or the strange reports that had 
been spread of these apartments, I don*t know; but 
when 1 looked towards the bed again, I fancied I 
saw a man's face within the dusky curtains. 

At the mention of this Emily trembled and look- 
ed anxiously, remembering the spectacle she had 
herself witnessed therewith Doroth§e. 

1 confess, Madam, ray heart did fail me at that 
instant, continued Ludovico ; but a return of the 
noise drew my attention from the bed, and I then 
distinctly heard a sound like that of a key turning 
in a lock ; but what surprised x»e more was, that f 
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saw no door where the sound seemed to come from. 
In the next moment, however, the arras near the 
bed was slowly lifted, and a person appeared behind 
it, entering from a small door in the wall. He 
stood for a moment as if half-retreating, with his 
head bending under the arras, which concealed the 
upper part of his face, except his eyes scowling be- 
neath the tapestry as he held it ; and then, while he 
raised it higher, I saw the face of another man behind, 
looking over his shoulder. I know not how it was, 
but, though my sword was upon the tabic before rae» 
I had not the power just then to seize it, but sat 
quite still, watching them with my eyes half-shut, 
as if I was asleep. I suppose they thought me so, 
and were debating what they should do; for I heard 
them whisper, and they stood in the same posture 
for the value of a minute, and then I thought I per« 
ceived other faces in the duskiness beyond the door, 
and heard louder whispers. 

This door surprises me, said Emily, because I 
Understood that the count had caused the arras to 
be lifted, and the walls examined, suspecting that 
they might have concealed a passage through which 
you had departed. 

It does not appear so extraordinary tome. Madam, 
replied Ludovico, that this door should escape no<> 
tice, because it was formed in a narrow compart- 
ment which^appeared to be part of the outward wall; 
and if the count had not passed over it, he might 
have thought it was useless to search for a door 
where it seemed as if no passage could communi- 
cate with one ; but the truth was, that the passage 
was formed within the wall itself. — But to return to 
the men whom I saw obscurely beyond the door, and 
who did not (suft'er me to remain long in suspense 
concerning their design. I'hey all rushed into the 
room, and surrounded me, though not before I bad 
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snatched up my sword to defend myself. But what 
could one man do against four? They soon disarmed 
me, and, having fastened my arms and gagged my 
tnouth, forced me through the private door, leaving 
my sword upon the table, to assist, as tkey said, 
those who should come in the morning to look for 
me, in fighting against the ghosts. They then led 
me through many narrow passages, cut, as I fancied, 
in the walls, for 1 had never seen them before, and 
down several flights of steps, till we came to the 
vaults underneath the castle ; and then opening a 
stone door, which I should have taken for the wall 
itself, we went through a long passage, and down 
other steps cut in the solid rock, when another door 
delivered us into a cave. Afler turning and twining 
about for some time, we reached the mouth of it, 
and I found myself on the sea-beach at the foot oif 
the cliffs, with the chateau above. A boat was in 
waiting, into which the ruffians got, forcing me along 
with them, and we soon reached a small vessel that 
was at anchor, y^here other men appeared, when, 
setting me aboard, two of the fellows who had seized 
me followed, and the other two rowed back to the 
shore while we set sail. I soon found out what all 
this meant, and what was the business of these men 
at the chateau. We landed in Rousillon; andaflex" 
lingering several days about the shore, some of their 
comrades came down from the mountains, and car- 
ried me with them to the fort, where I remained till 
my Lord so unexpectedlyarrived; forthey had taken 
good care to prevent my running away, having 
blindfolded me during the journey ; and if they had 
not done this, I think I never could have found my 
road to any town through the wild country we tra- 
v^sed. After I reached the fort, I was watched like 
a prisoner, aUHl sever suftred to go out without 
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two or three companions, and I became so weary of 
life that I oflen wished to get rid of it. 

Well, but they let you talk, said Annette; they 
did not gag you after they got you away from the 
chateau, 30 I don't see what reason there was to be 
80 very weary of living ; to say nothing about the 
chance you had of seeing me again. 

Ludovico sniiled, and Emily also, who inquired 
what was the motive of these men for carrying him 
off. 

I soon found out, Madam, resumed Ludovico^ 
that they were pirates, who had during many years 
secreted their spoil in the vaults of the castle, which 
being near the sea suited their purpose well. To 
prevent detection, they had tried to have it believed 
that the chateau was haunted; and having discover* 
ed the private way to the north apartments, which 
had been shut up ever since the aeath of the lady 
marchioness, tliey easily succeeded. The house* 
keeper and her husband, who were the only persons 
that had inhabited the castle for some years, were 
so terrified by the strange noises they heard in the 
nights, that they would live there no longer ; a re- 
port soon went abroad that it was haunted ; and the 
whole country believed this the more readi jy, 1 sup« 
pose, because it had been said that the 1 ady mar- 
chioness had died in a strange way, and because my 
Lord never would return to the place afterwards* 

But why, said Emily, were not these pir|ate8 con- 
tented with the cave ? — ^why did they th nk it ne- 
cessary to deposit their spoil in the castle ? 

The cave. Madam, replied Ludovico, was open to 
any body, and their treasures would not long have 
remained undiscovered there ; but in the vaults they 
were secure so long as the report prevailed of their 
being haunted. Thus, then, it appears that tliey 
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brought at midnight the spoil they took on tlie seasy 
and kept it till they had opportunities of disposing 
of it to advantage. 1'he pirates were connected 
withSpanish smugglers and banditti who live among 
the wilds of the Pyrenees, and carry on various 
kinds of traffic, such as nobody would think of? 
and withthis desperate horde of banditti I remained 
till my Lord arrived. 1 shall never forget what I 
felt when 1 first discovered him — I almost gave him 
up for lost ! but I knew that if I showed myself, 
the banditti would discover who he was, and pro- 
bably murder us all, to prevent their secret in the 
chateau being detected. I therefore kept out of 
my Lord's sight, but had a strict watch upon the 
ruffians, and determined, if they offered him or his 
family violence, to discover myself and fight for 
our lives. Soon after, I overhead some of them 
laying a most diabolical plan for the murder and 
plunder of the whole party ; when I contrived to 
speak to some of my Lord's attendants, telling them 
what was going forward, and we consulted what 
was best to be done. Meanwhile, my Lord, alarmed 
at the absence of the Lady Blanche, demanded her; 
and the ruffians having given some unsatisfactory 
answer, my Lord and Mons. St. Foix became fu* 
rious ; so then we thought it a good time to discover 
the plot ; and, rushing into the chamber, 1 called 
out Treachery ! — My lord count, defend yourself! 
His lordship and the chevalier drew their swords 
directly; and a hard battle we had : but we conquered 
at last, as. Madam, you are already informed of by 
My lord count. 

This is an extraordinary adventure, said Emily, 
and much praise is due, Ludovico, to your pru- 
dence and intrepidity. There are some circum- 
stances, however, concerning the north apartments, 
w hich still perplex me ; but perhaps you may be 
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able to explain them. Did you ever hear the ban« 
ditti relate any thing extraordinary of these rooms? 
No, Madam, replied Ludovico ; 1 never heard them 
speak about the rooms, except to laugh at the cre- 
dulity of the old housekeeper, who once was very 
near catching one of the pirates ; it was since the 
count arrived at the chateau, he said; and be laugh- 
ed heartily as he related the trick he had played 
off. 

A blush overspread Emily's cheek, and she impa« 
tiently desired Ludovico to explain himself. 

Why, my lady, said he, as this fellow was one 
night in the bed-room, he heard somebody approach- 
ing through the next apartment ; and not having 
time to lift up the arras, aud unfasten the door, he 
hid himself in the bed just by. There he lay for 
some time in as great a fright, I suppose 

As you was in, interrupted Annette, when you 
sat up so boldly to watch by yourself. 

Aye, said Ludovico, in as great a fright as he 
ever made any body else suffer : and presently the 
housekeeper and some other person came up to the 
bed ; when he, thinking they were going to examine 
it, bethought him, that his only chance of escaping 
detection was by terrifying them ; so he lifted up 
the counterpane ; but that did not do, till he raised 
his face above it; and then they both set off, he said, 
as if they had seen the devil ; and he got out of the 
rooms undiscovered. 

Emily could not forbear smiling at this explana- 
tion of the deception which had given her so much 
superstitious terror, and was surprised that she could 
have suffered herself to be thus alarmed, till she con- 
sidered that, when the mind has once begun to 
yield to the weakness of superstition, trifles impress 
It with the force of conviction. Still, however, sh^ 
remembered with awe the mysterious music which 
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had been heard at midnight near Chateau-le-BlanCi 
and $he asked Ludovico if he could give any expla- 
nation of it ; but he could not. 

I only know, Madam, he added, that it did not 
belong to the pirates ; for I have heard them laugh 
about it, and say they believed the devil was in 
league with them there. 

Yes, J will answer for it he was, said Annette, 
her countenance brightening ; I was sure all along 
that he or his spirits had something to do with the 
north apartments, and now you see, Madam, I am 
right at last. 

it cannot be denied that his spirits were very busy 
in that part of the chateau, replied Emily smiling* 
But I am surprised, Ludovico, that these pirates 
should persevere in their schemes after the arrival 
of the count ; what could they expect but certain 
detection ? 

I have reason to believe, Madam, replied Ludo« 
vico, that it was their intention to persevere no 
longer than was necessary for the removal of the 
stores which were deposited in the vaults ; and it 
appeared that they had been employed in doing so 
from within a short period after tne count's arrival ; 
but as they had only a few hours in the night for 
this business, and were carrying on other schemes 
at the same time, the vaults were not above half 
emptied when they took me away. They gloried 
exceedingly in this opportunity of confirming the 
superstitious reports that had been spread of the 
north chambers, were careful to leave every thing 
there as they had found it, the better to promote 
the deception; and frequently in their jocose moods 
would laugh at the consternation which they be- 
lieved the inhabitants of the castle had suffered upon 
my disappearing ; and it was to prevent the possi- 
bility of my betraying their secret, that they had 
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removed me to such a distance. From that period 
they considered the chateau as nearly their own: 
but I found from the discourse of their comrades, 
that, though they were cautious at first in sliowing 
their power there, they had once very nearly be- 
trayed themselves. Going one night, as was their 
custom, to the north chambers to repeat the noises 
that had occasioned such alarm among the servants^ 
they heard, as they were about to unfasten the se- 
cret door, voices in the bed-room. My Lord has 
since told me that himself and M. Henri were then 
in the apartment, and they heard very extraordi* 
iiary sounds of lamentation, which it seems were 
made by these fellows, with their usual design of 
spreading terror ; and my Lord has owned he then 
felt somewhat more than surprise ; but as it was 
necessary to the peace of his family that no notice 
should be taken, he was silent on the subject, and 
enjoined silence to his son. 

Emily, recollecting the change that had appeared 
in the spirits of the count, after the night when he 
had watched in the north room, now perceived tha 
cause of it ; and having made some further in- 

Suiries upon this strange affair, she dismissed Lu- 
ovico, and went to give orders for the accommo- 
dation of her friends on the following day. 

In the evening, Theresa, lame as she was, came 
to deliver the ring with which Valancourt had in- 
trusted her ; and when she presented it, Emily was 
much affected, for she remembered to have seen 
him wear it often in happier days. She was, how- 
ever, much displeased that Theresa had received it, 
and positively refused to accept it herself, though 
to have done so would have afforded her a melan- 
choly pleasure. Theresa entreated, expostulated, 
and then described the distress of Valancourt when 
he had given the ring, and repeated the message 
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with which he had commissioned her to deliver it • 
and Emily could not conceal the extreme sorrow this 
recital occasioned her, but wept, and remained lost 
in thought. 

Alas I my dear young lady ! said Theresa, why 
should all this be ? I have known you from your in- 
fancy, and it may well be supposed I love you as if 
vou was my own, an^ wish as much to see you 
nappy. M. Valancourt, to be sure, I have not known 
so long, but then I have reason to love him as 
though he was my own son. I know how well you 
love one another, or why all this weeping and wail- 
ing? Emily waved her hand for Theresa to be si- 
lent ; who, disregarding the signal, continued : And 
how much you are alike in your tempers and ways, 
and that, if you were married, you would be the 
happiest couple in the whole province — then what 
is there to prevent your marrying ? Dear, dear ! to 
see how some people fling away their happiness, and 
then cry and lament about it, just as if it was not 
their own doing, and as if there was more pleasure 
in wailing and weeping, than in being at peace. 
Learning, to be sure, is a fine thing ; but if it 
teachesfolks no better than that, why I had rather 
be without it ; if it would teach them to be happier, 
I would say something to it ; then it would be learn- 
ing and wisdom too. 

Age and long services had given Theresa a privi* 
lege to talk ; but Emily now endeavoured to check 
her loquacity, and, though she felt the justness of 
her remarks, did not choose to explain the circum- 
stances that had determined her conduct towards 
Valancourt. She therefore only told Theresa, that 
it would much displease her to hear the subject re- 
newed ; that she had reasons for her conduct which 
she did not think it proper to mention ; and that the 
ring must be returned, with an assurance that she 

2b 3 
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could not accept it with propriety ; and at the same 
time she forbade Theresa to repeat any future mes- 
sage from Valancourt, as she valued her esteem and 
kindness. Theresa was afflicted, and made another 
attempt, though feeble, to interest her for Valan- 
court; but the unusual displeasure expressed in 
Emily *s countenance, soon obliged her to desist, 
and she departed in wonder and lamentation. 

To relieve her mind, in some degree, from the 
painful recollections that intruded upon it, Emily 
busied herself in preparations for the journey into 
Languedoc ; and while Annette, who assisted her, 
spoke with joy and affection of the safe return of 
Ludovico, she was considering how she might best 
promote their happiness, and determined, if it ap- 
peared that his affection was as unchanged as that 
of the simple and honest Annette, to give her a 
marriage-portion,, and settle them on some part of 
her estate. These considerations led her to the re- 
membrance of her father's paternal domain, which 
his affairs had formerly compelled him to dispose of 
to M. Quesnel, and which she frequently wished to 
regain, because St. Aubert had lamented that the 
chief lands of his ancestors had passed into another 
family, and because they had been his birth-place 
and the haunt of his early years. To the estate at 
Thoulouse she had no particular attachment, and it 
was her wish to dispose of this, that she might pur- 
chase her paternal domains, if M. Quesnel could be 
prevailed on to part with them, which, as he talked 
much of living in Italy, did not appear very im- 
probable. 
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CHAPTER XX, 



Sweet 18 the breath of vernal shower, 
The bees* collected treasures sweet, 
Sweet music's melting fall, but sweeter yet 
The still, small voice of gratitude. 

Gbat 



On the following day, the arrival of her friend re- 
vived the drooping Emily, and La Valine became 
once more the scene of social kindness and*of e]e-« 
gant hospitality. Illness and the terror she had suf- 
fered haa stolen from Blanche much of her spright- 
liness, but all her affectionate simplicity remained^ 
and though she appeared less blooming, she was not 
less engaging than before. The unfortunate ad- 
venture on the Pyrenees had made the count very 
anxious to reach home ; and after little more than 
a week's stay at La Valine, Emily prepared to set 
out with her friends for Languedoc, assigning the 
care of her house, during her absence, to Theresa. 
On the evening preceding her departure, this old 
servant brought again the ring of Valancourt, and, 
with tears, entreated her mistress to receive it, for 
that she had neither seen nor heard of M. Valan- 
court since the night when he delivered it to her. 
As she said this, her countenance expressed more 
alarm than she dared to utter ; but Emily, checking 
her own propensity to fear, considered that he had 
probably returned to the residence of his brother, 
and, again refusing to accept the ring, bade Theresa 
preserve it till she saw him ; which with extreme re- 
luctance she promised to do. 
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On the following day, Count de Villefort, with 
Emily and the Lady Blanche, left La Valine, and 
on the ensuing evening arrived at the Chateau-le- 
Blanc, where the Countess, Henri, and M. Du Pont, 
whom Emily was surprised to find there, received 
them with much joy and congratulation. She was 
concerned to observe that the count still encouraged 
the hopes of his friend, whose countenance declared 
that his a£Pection had suffered no abatement from 
absence; and was much distressed, when, on the 
second evening after her arrival, the count, having 
withdrawn her from the Lady Blanche, with whom 
she was walking, renewed the subject of M. Du 
Font's hopes. The mildness with which she listen- 
ed to his mtercourses at first, deceiving him as to 
her sentiments, he began to believe that, her affec* 
tion for Valancourt being overcome, she was at 
length disposed to think favourably of M. Du Pont; 
and, when she afterwards convinced him of his mis- 
take, he ventured, in the earnestness of his wish to 
promote what he considered to be the happiness of 
two persons whom he so much esteemed, gently to 
remonstrate with her on thus suffering an ill-placed 
affection to poison the happiness of her most valu* 
able years. 

Observing her silence and the deep dejection of 
her countenance, he concluded with saying, I will 
not say more now, but I will still believe, my dear 
Mademoiselle St. Aubert, that you will not always 
reject a person so truly estimable as my friend Du 
Pont. 

He spared her the pain of replying by leaving her; 
and she strolled on, somewhat displeased with the 
count for having persevered to plead for a suit which 
she had repeatedly rejected, and lost amidst the me- 
lancholy recollections which this topic had revived, 
till she bad insensibly reached the borders of the 
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woodd that screened the monastery of St. CIare> 
when perceiving how far she had wandered, she 
determined to extend her walk a little further, and 
to inquire after the abbess and some of her friends 
nmong the nuns. 

Though the evening was now drawing to a close, 
she accepted the invitation of the friar who opened 
the gate, and, anxious to pneet some of her old ac-^ 
quaintance, proceeded towards the convent parlour. 
As she crossed the iawn that sloped from the front 
of the monastery towards the sea, she was struck 
with the picture of repose exhibited by some monks 
sitting in the cloisters, which extended under the 
brow of the woods that crowned this eminence; 
where, as they meditated, at this twilight hour, 
holy subjects, they sometimes suffered their atten- 
tion to be relieved by the scene before them, nor 
thought it profane to look at nature, now that it 
had exchanged the brilliant colours of tiie day for 
the sober hue of evening. Before the cloisters, 
however, spread an ancient ehesnut, whose ample 
branches were designed to screen the foil magnifi- 
cence of a scene that might femptthe wish to worldly 
pleasures ; but still, beneath the dark and spread- 
ing foliage, gleamed a wide extent of ocean, and 
many a passing sail ; while, to the fight and left, 
thick woods were seen stretching along the winding 
shores. So much as this had been admitted, per- 
haps, to give to the secluded votary an image of the 
dangers and vicissitudes of life, and to console him 
new that he had renounced its plieasures by the cer- 
tainty x)f having escaped its evils. As Emily walked 
pensiv-ely along, considering how much suffering 
she might have escaped had sh€ become a votaress 
of the order, and remained in this retirement from 
the time of her father's death, the vesper-bell struck 
up, and the monks retired slowly toward the chape! \ 
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while she, pursuing her way, entered the great hall, 
where an unusual silence seenoed to reign. The 
parlour, too, which opened from it, she found va- 
cant ; but, as the evening bell was sounding, she 
believed the nuns had withdrawn into the chapel, 
and sat down to rest for a monient before she re- 
turned to the chateau, where, however, theincreas* 
ing gloom made her now anxious to be. 

Not many minutes had elapsed, before a nun, 
entering m haste, inquired for the abbess, and wa^ 
retiring without recollecting Emily, when she made 
herseir known, and then learned that a mass was 
going to be performed for the soul of sister Agnes, 
who had been declining for some time, and who was 
now believed to be dying. 

Of her sufferings the sister gave a melancholy ac- 
count, and of the horrors into which she had fre- 
quently started, but which had now yielded to alie- 
jection so gloomy, that neither her prayers, in which 
she was joined by the sisterhood, nor the assurances 
of her confessor, had power to recall her frorti it, or 
to cheer her mind even with a momentary gleam of 
comfort. 

To this relation Emily listened with extreme con- 
cern; and recollecting the phrensied manners and the 
expressions of horror which she had herself witiness- 
ed of Agnes, together with the history that sister 
Frances had communicated, her compassion was 
heightened to a very painful degree. As the even- 
ing was already far advanced, Emily did not now 
desire to see her, or to join in the mass; and after 
leaving many kind remembrances with the nun for 
her old friends, she quitted the monastery, and re- 
turned over the cliffs toward the chateau, meditating 
upon what she had just heard, till at length she 
forced her mind upon less interesting subjects. 

The wind was high ; and as she drew near the 
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chateau, she often paused to listen to its awful 
sound as it swept over the billows that beat below^ 
or groaned along the surrounding woods; and 
while she rested on a cliff at a short distance from 
the chateau, and looked upon the wide waters seen 
dimly beneath the last shade of twilight, she thought 
of the following address 

TO THE WINDS. 

Viewless, througli heaven's vast vault your course ye steeri 
Unknown from whence ye come, or whither go, 
Mysterious powers ! I hear you murmur low, 
Till swells your loud gust on my startled ear. 
And, awful, seems to say— Some god is near ! 
I love to list your midnight voices float 
In the dread storm, that o'er the ocean rolls. 
And, while their chafm the angry wave controls, 
Mix vrith its sullen roar, and sink remote. 
Then, rising in the pause, a sweieter note. 
Tile dirge of spirits, who your deeds bewail, 
A sweeter note oft swells while sleeps the gale* 
But soon, ye sightless powers, your rest is o'er ^ 
Solemn and slow, ye rise upon the air. 
Speak in the shrouds, and bid the sea-boy fear, • 

And the faint-warbled dirge is heard no more* 

Oh ! tlien I deprecate your awful reign. 
The loud lament yet bear not on your breath: 
Bear not the crash of bark far on the main, 
Bear not the cry of men, who cry in vain. 
The crew's dread chorus sinking into death; 
Oh ! give not these, ye powers ! I ask alone. 
As rapt I climb these dark romantic steeps, 
The elemental war, the billc^w's moan; 
I ask the still, sweet tear, that listening Fancy weeps* 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



Unnatural deeds 

Do breed unnatural .troubles : infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will discbarge their secrets. 
More needs she the divine, than the physician. 

Macbru. 



On the following evening, the view of the convent 
towers rising among the shadowy woods, reminded 
Emily of the nun whose condition had so much af- 
fected her ; and anxious to know how she was, as 
well as to see some of her former friends, she and 
the Lady Blanche extended their walk to the mo« 
nastery. At the gate stood a carriage, which, from 
the heat of the horses, appeared to have just ar- 
rived ; but a more than common stillness pervaded 
the tourt and the cloisters through which Emily and 
Blanche passed in their way to the great hall, where 
a nun, who was passing to the staircase, replied to 
the inquiries of the former, that sister Agnes was 
still livmg and sensible, but that it was thought she 
could not survive the night. In the parlour they 
found several of the boarders, who rejoiced to see 
Emily, and told her many little circumstances that 
had happened in the convent since her departure^ 
and which were interesting to her only because they 
related to persons whom she had regarded with af- 
fection. While they thus conversed, the abbess en- 
tered the room, and expressed much satisfaction at 
seeing Emily; but her manner was unusually solemn, 
and her countenance (jejccted. Our house, said she, 
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Ikfter the first salutation^ were over, is truly a house 
of mourning — a daughter is now paying the debt of 
nature — ^ You haveheard, perhaps, that our daughter 
Agnes is dying ? 

Emily expressed her sincere Concem* 

Here death presents to us a great and awful les-* 
son, continued the abbess ; let us read it, and pro-' 
fit by it ; let it teach us to prepare ourselves for the 
change that awaits us all ! You are young, and 
have it in your power to secure " the peace that 
passethall understanding" — the peace of conscience* 
Preserve it in your youth, that it may comfort yoa 
in age ; for vain, alas ! and imperfect are the good 
deeds of our latter years, if those of our early life 
have been evil 1 

Emily wouldhave said, thatgood deeds, she hopedf 
were never vain ; but she considered that it was the 
abbess who spoke, and she remained silent. 

The latter days of Agnes, resumed the abbes8« 
have been exemplary ; would they might atone for 
the errors of her former ones ! Her sufferings now, 
alas ! are great ; let us believe that they will make 
her peace hereafter I I have left her with her con* 
lessor, and a gentleman whom she has long been 
anxious to see, and who is just arrived from Paris* 
They, I hope^ will be able to administer the repose 
which her mind has hitherto wanted. 

Emily fervently joined in the wish. 

During her illness she has sometimes named you^ 
resumed the abbess ; perhaps it would comfort her 
to see you ; when her present visitors have left her, 
we will go to her chamber, if the scene will not be 
too melancholy for your spirits. But, indeed, to 
such scenes, however painful, we ought to accustom 
ourselves, for they are salutary to the soul, and pre- 
pare us for what we are ourselves to suffer. 

Emily became grave and thoughtful ; for this con- 
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▼enatioD brought to tier recollection the djing tno^ 
ments of her beloved father, and she wished once 
more to weep over the spot where his remains were 
buried. During the silence which followed the ab« 
bess's speech, many minute circumstances attend- 
ing his last hours occurred to her — his emotion on 
perceiving himself to be in the neighbourhood of 
Chateau-le-Blanc — ^his request to be interred in a 
particular spot in the church of this monastery — 
and the solemn charge he had delivered her, to de- 
stroy certain papers without examining them-— 
She recollected also the mysterious and horribfe 
words in those manuscripts, upon which her eye had 
involuntary glanced; and though they now, and 
indeed whenever she remembered them, revived an 
excess of painful curiosity concerning their full im- 
port and the motives for her father's command, it 
was ever her chief consolation that she hacl strictly 
obeyed him in this particular. 

Little more was said by the abbess, who appeared 
too much affected by the subject she had lately left 
to be willing to converse, and her companions had 
been for some time silent from the same cause ; when 
this general reverie was interrupted by the entrance 
of a stranger, Monsieur Bonnac, who had just quit- 
ted the cnamber of sister Agnes. He appeared 
much disturbed, but Emily fancied that his counte- 
nance had more the expression of horror than of 
grief. Having drawn tne abbess to a distant part 
of the room, he conversed with her for some time, 
during which she seemed to listen with earnest at- 
tention, and he to speak with caution and a more 
than t;ommon degree of interest. When he had 
concluded, he bowed silently to the rest of the com- 
pany, and quilted the room. The abbess, soon after, 
proposed going to the chamber of sister Agnes; to 
wbich Emily consented, though not without some 
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reluctance, and Lady Blanche remained with the 
boarders below. 

At the door of the chamber they met the con- 
fensor, whom, as he lifted up his head on their ap- 
proach, Emily observed to be the same that had at- 
tended her dying father ; but he passed on without 
noticing her, and they entered the apartment, where, 
on a mattress, was laid sister Agnes, with one nun 
watching in the chair beside her. Her countenance 
was 99 much changed that Emily would scarcely 
have recollected her, had she not been prepared to 
do so ; it was ghastly, and overspread with gloomy 
horror ; her dim and hollow eyes were fixed on a 
crucifix which she held upon her bosom ; and she 
was so much engaged in thought, as not to per- 
ceive the abbess and Emily till they stood at the 
bed-side. Then, turning her heavy eyes, she fixed 
jthem, in wild horror, upon Emily; and, scream- 
ing, exclaimed. Ah ! that vision comes upon me in 
my dying hours ! 

Emily started back in terror, and looked for ex- 
jplanation to the abbess, who made her a signal not 
to be alarmed ; and calmly said to Agnes, Daughter, 
I have brought Mademoiselle St. Aubert to visit 
you ; I thought you would be glad to see her. 

Agnes made no reply ; but, still gazing wildly 
upon Emily, exclaimed. It is her Very self! Oh ! 
there is all that fascination in her look which proved 
my destruction ! What would you have ? — what is it 

you come to demand? — Retribution? Itwillsoon 

be yours — it is yours already. How many years have 
passed since last I saw you 1 My crime v$ but as yes- 
terday. — Yet I am grown old beneath it; while 
you Are still young and blooming — blooming as 
when you forced me to commit that most abhorred 
deed ! O ! could I once forget it !— yet what 
would that avail ?— the deed is done 1 

2c 2 
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Emily, extremely shocked, would now have left 
the room; but the abbess, taking her hand, tried 
to support her spirits, and begged she would stay 
a few moments, when Agnes would probably be 
calm, whom now she tried to soothe. But the lat- 
ter seemed to disregard her, while she still fixed her 
eyes on Emily, and added. What are years of pray- 
ers and repentance ? they cannot wash out the foul- 
ness of murder! — — Yes, murder! Where is he— ' 
where is he ? — Look there — look there — see where 
he stalks along the room ! Why do you come to tor- 
ment me now ? continued Agnes, ivhile her strain- 
ing eyes were bent on air ; why was not I punished 
bf fore ? — Oh ! do not frown so sternly ! Hah ! there 
again 1 'tis slie herself! Why do you look so piteously 
upon me —and smite me, too ? Smile on me ! What 
groan was that ? 

Agnes sunk down apparently lifeless, and Emily, 
unable to support herself, leaned against the bed, 
while the abbess and the attendant nun were applyp 
ing the usual remedies to Agnes. Peace, said the 
abbess, when Emily was going to speak ; the deli- 
rium is going off; she will soon revive. When was 
she thus before, daughter? 

Not of many weeks, Madam, replied the nun : 
but her spirits have been much agitated by the ar- 
rival of the gentleman she wished so much to see. 

Yes, observed the abbess, that has urdoubtedly 
occasioned this paroxysm of phrensy. When she 
is better, we will leave her to repose. 

Emily very readily consented ; but, though she 
could now give little assistance, she was unwilling 
to quit the chamber while any might be necessary. 

When Agnes recovered her senses, sheagain fixed 
her eyes on Emily ; but tlieir wild expression was 
gone, and a gloomy melancholy had succeeded. It 
was some moments before she recovered sufficient 
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spirits t0 speak : she then said feebly, The likeness 
is wonderful! — surely it must be something more 
than fancy. Tell me, I conjure you, she added, ad- 
dressing Emily, though your name is St. Aubert, 
are you not the daughter of the marchioness? What 
;marchioness ? said Emily in extreme surprise ; for 
she had imagined, from the calmness of Agnes's 
.inanner, that her intellects were restored. The 
abbess gave her a significant glance, but she re- 
peated the question. 

What marchioness? exclaimed Agnes; I know 
but of one — the Marchioness de Villeroi. 

. Emily, remembering the emotion of her late fa- 
ther upon the unexpected mention of this lady, and 
his request to be laid near to the tomb of the Ville- 
.rois, now felt greatly interested, and she entreated 
Agnes to explain the reason of her question. The 
^abbess would now have withdrawn Emily from the 
room, who being, however, detained by a strong in- 
terest, repeated her entreaties. 

Bring me that casket, sister, said Agnes ; I will 
;show her to you : yet you need only look at that 
mirror, and you will behold her : you surely are her 
"daughter; such striking resemblance is never found 
but among near relations. 

The nun brought the casket ; and Agnes having 
directed her how to unlock it, she took thence a 
miniature, in which Emily perceived the exact re- 
semblance of the picture which she had found among 
her late father's papers. Agnes held out her hand 
to receive it ; gazed upon it earnestly for some mo- 
ments in silence ; and then, with a countenance of 
deep despair, threw up her eyes to heaven, and pray- 
ed inwardly. When she had finished, she returned 
the miniature to Emily. Keep it, said she: I be- 
queath it to yoU| for I must believe it is your right. 

2c 3 
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.1 have frequently observed the resemblance between 
you ; but never, till this day, did it strike upon niy 
conscience so powerfully ! Stay, sister, do not re- 
move the casket — there is another picture I would 
show. 

Emily trembled with expectation, and the abbess 
again would have withdrawn her. Agnes is still 
disordered,^ said she ; you observe how she wanders. 
In these moods she says any thing, and does not 
scruple, as you have witnessed, to accuse herself of 
the most horrible crimes. 

Emily, however, thought she perceived some- 
thing more than madness in the inconsistencies of 
Agnes, whose mention of the marchioness, and pro- 
duction of her picture, had interested her so much, 
that she determined to obtain further information, 
if possible, respecting the subject of it. 

The nun returned with the casket ; and Agnes 
pointing out to her a secret drawer, she took from 
It another miniature. Here, said Agnes, as she of* 
fered it to Emily, learn a lesson for your vanity, at 
least ; look well at this picture, and s^e if you can 
discover any resemblance between what I was and 
what I am. 

Emily impatiently received the miniature, which 
her eyes had scarcely glanced upon, before her trem- 
bling hands had nearly suffered it to fall — it was the 
resemblance of the portrait of Signora Laurentinii 
which she had formerly seen in the castle of Udolpho 
«— the lady who had disappeared in so mysterious a 
manner, and whom Montoni had beep suspected of 
having caused to be murdered. 

Why do you look so sternly on me? said Agnes, 
mistaking the nature of Emily's emotion. 

I have seen this face before, said Emily at length ) 
was it realjv vour resemblance ? 
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You may well ask that question, replied the nun 
•^but it was once esteemed a striking likeness of 
me. Look at me well, and see what guilt has made 
me. I then was innocent; the evil passions of my 
nature slept. Sister ! added she solemnly, and 
stretching forth her cold damp hand to Emily, who 
shuddered at its touch — Sister ! beware of the first 
indulgence of the passions ; beware of the first ! 
Their course, if not checked then, is rapid — their 
force is uncontrollable — they lead us we know not 
whither — they lead us perhaps to the commission of 
crimes, for which whole years of prayer and peni^ 
tence cannot atone!-— Such may be the force of even 
a single passion, that it overcomes every other, and 
sears up every other approach to the heart. Pos- 
sessing us like a fiend, it leads us on to the acts of 
a fiend, making us insensible to pity and to con* 
science. And when its purpose is accomplished, 
}ike a fiend' it leaves us to the torture of those 
feelings which its power had suspended— ^not anni- 
hilated—to the tortures of compassion, remorse, 
and conscience. Then, we awaken as from a dream, 
and perceive a new world around us — ^we gaze in 
astonishment and horror-— but the deed is commit* 
ted ; not all the powers of heaven and earth united 
can undo it — and the spectres of conscience will not 
fly! What are riches—grandeur — health itself, to 
the luxury of a pure conscience, the health of the 
soul ; — and what the sufferings of poverty, disap- 
pointment, despair — to the anguish of an afflicted 
one ! Oh! how long is it since 1 knew that luxury! 
I believed that I bad suffered the most agonizing 
pangs of human nature, in love, jealousy, and de- 
spair — but these pangs were ease, compared with the 
stings of conscience which I have since endured. I 
tasted too what was called the sweet of revenge- 
but it was transient, it expired even with the object 



296 MYSTERfES OF UDOLPilO. 

that provoked it. Remember, sister, tliat the pas- 
sions are the seeds of vices as well as of virtues, 
from which either may spring, accordingly as they 
are nurtured. Unhappy they who have never been 
taught the art to govern them ! 

Alas ! unhappy ! said the abbess, and ill-inibrmed 
of our holy religion ! Emily listened to Agnes in 
silent awe, while she still examined the miniature, 
and became confirmed in her opinion of its strong 
resemblance to the portrait at Udolpho. This face 
is familiar to me, said she, wisliing to lead the nun 
to an explanation, yet fearing to discover too abrupt- 
ly her knowledge of Udolpho. 

You are mistaken, replied Agnes ; you certainly 
never saw that picture before. 

No, replied Emily ; but I have seen one extremely 
like it. Impossible, said Agnes, who may now be 
<:alled the Lady Laurentini. 

It was in the castle of Udolpho, continued Emily, 
looking steadfastly at her. 

Of Udolpho! exclaimed Laurentini: of Udolpho 
in Italy 1 The same, replied Emily. 

You know me tl^en, said Laurentini, and you are 
the daughter of the marchioness. Emily was some- 
what surprised at this abrupt assertion. I am the 
daughter of the late Mons. St. Aubert, said she ; 
and the lady you name is an utter stranger to me. 
At least you believe so, rejoined Laurentini. 
Emily asked what reasons there could be to be- 
lieve otherwise. 

The family-likeness that you bear her, said the 
nun. The marchioness, it is known, was attached 
to a gentleman of Gascony, at the time when she 
accepted the hand of the marquis by the command 
of her father. Ill-fated, unhappy woman ! 

Emily, remembering the extreme emotion which 
St. Albert had betrayed on the mention of the 
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marchioness, would now have suffered something 
more than surprise, had her confidence in his inte- 
grity been less ; as it wasj she could not for a mo- 
ment believe what the words of Laurentini insinu- 
ated ; yet she still felt strongly interested concern- 
ing them, and begged that sIk^ would explain them 
further. 

Do not urge me on that subject, said the nun, it 
is to me a terrible one ! Would that I could blot it 
from my memory ! She sighed deeply, and, after the 
pause of a moment, asked Emily by what means 
she had discovered her name. 

By your portrait in the castle of Udolpho, to 
which this miniaturie bears a striking res'emblance, 
replied Emily. 

You have been at Udolpho, then ? said the nun 
•with great emotion. Alas 1 what scenes does the 
mfention of it revive in my fancy — scenes of happi- 
ness — of suffering — and of horror ! 
. At this moment the terrible spectacle which Emily 
had witnessed in a chamber of that castle occurred 
to her ; and she shuddered while she looked upon 
the nun — and recollected her late words — that years 
of prayer and penitence could not wash out the foul- 
ness of murder. She was now compelled to attri- 
bute these to another cause than that of delirium. 
With a degree of horror that almost deprived her 
of sense, she now believed she looked upon a mur- 
derer. All the recollected behaviour of Laurentini 
seemed to confirm the supposition; yet Emily was 
still lost in a labyrinth of perplexities, and, not 
knowing how to ask the questions which might lead 
to truth, she could only hint them in broken sen- 
tences. 

Your sudden departure from Udolpho, — said she. 

Laurentini groaned. r 

The reports that followed it« continued Emily-^ 
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The west chamber — the mournful veil«^the object 
it conceals ! — When murders arc committed — 

The nun shrieked. What ! there again ! said she, 
ondeavouring to raise herself, while her startingeyes 
seemed to follow some object round the room- 
Come from the grave — What ! Blood — blood too I 
—There was no blood — thou canst not say it ! — 
N^, do not smile, — do not smile so piteously i 

Lauren tin i fell into convulsions as she uttered 
the last words ; and Emily, unable any longer to 
^endure the horror of the scene, hurried from the 
room, and sent some nuns to the assistance of the 
abbess. 

The Lady Blanche and the boarders who were 
in the parlour now assembled round Emily, and, 
alarmed by her manner and affi-ighted countenance, 
asked a hundred questions, which she avoided an- 
swering further, than by saying that she believed 
sister Agnes was dying. They received this as a 
sufficient explanation of her terror ; and had then 
leisure to oner restoratives, which at length some- 
what revived Emily, whose mind was, however, so 
much shocked with terrible surmises, and perplexed 
with doubts by some words from the nun, that she 
was unable to converse, and would have left the 
convent immediately, had she not wished to know 
whether Laurentini would survive the late attack. 
After waiting some time, she was informed that, 
the convulsions having ceased, Laurentini seemed 
to be reviving; and Emily and Blanche were depart- 
ing, when the abbess appeared, who, drawing the 
former aside, said she had something of consequence 
to say to her, but as it was late, she would not de- 
tain her then, and requested to see her on the fol- 
lowing day. 

Emily promised to visit her, and, having taken 
leave> returned with the Lady Blanch^ towards the 
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(diateau, on the way to v^hich the deep gloom- of the 
Woods made Blanche lament that the evening wa9 
so far advanced ; for the surrounding stillness and 
obscurity rendered her sensible of fear, though there 
was a servant to protect her ; while Emily was too 
much engaged by the horrors of the scene she had 
just witnessed, to be affected by the solemnity of 
the shades, otherwise than as they served to pro- 
mote her gloomy reverie, from which, however, she 
Was at length recalled by the Lady Blanche, who 
pointed out at some distance in the dusky path 
they were winding, two persons slowly advancing. 
It was impossible to avoid them> without striking 
into a still more secluded part of the wood, whither 
the strangers misht easily follow ;^ but all apprehen- 
sion vanished when Emily distinguished tne voice 
of Mens. Du Pont> and perceived that his compa- 
nion was the gentleman whom she had seen at the 
monastery, and who was now conversing with so 
much earnestness as not immediately to perceive 
their approach. When Du Pont joined the ladies^ 
the stranger took leave ; and they proceeded to the 
chateau, where the count, when he heard of Mens. 
Bonnae, claimed him for an acquaintance, and, on 
learning the melancholy occasion of his visit to Lan- 
guedoc> and that he was lodged at a small inn in 
the village, begged the favour of Mens. Du Pont to 
invite him to the chateau. 

The latter was happy to do so : and the scruples 
of reserve which made M. Bonnae hesitate to accept 
the invitation being at length overcdme, they went 
to the chateau, where the kindness of the count and 
the sprightliness of his son were exerted to dissipate^ 
the gloom that overhung the spirits of the stranger. 
M. fionnac was an officer in the French service^ and 
appeared to be about fifly ; his figure was tall and 
commanding, his manners had received the last po« 
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lish, and there was something in his countetidndd 
uncommonly interesting ; for over features which 
in youth must have been remarkably handsome^ 
' was spread a melancholy that seemed the effect of 
long misfortune, rather than of constitution or tem<* 
per. 

The conversation he held during supper was evi«* 
dently an effort of politeness, and there were inter- 
vals in which, unable to struggle against the fed" 
ings that depressed him, he relapsed into silence and 
abstraction; from which, however, the count some- 
times withdrew him in a manner so delicate and be^* 
nevolent, thatEmily, while she observed him, almost 
fancied she beheld her late father. 

The party separated at an early hour; and then, 
in the solitude of her apartment, the scenes which 
Emily had lately witnessed returned to her i^cy 
with dreadful energy. That in the dying nun she 
should have discovered Signora Laurentini, who, 
instead of having been murdered by Montoni, was, 
as it now seemed, herself guilty of some dreadful 
crime, excited both horror and surprise in a high 
degree ;- nor did the hints which she had dropped 
respecting the marriage of the Marchioness de Ville- 
1*01, arid the inquiries she had made concerning 
Emily's birth, occasion her a less degree of interest, 
though it was of a different nature. 

The history which sister Frances had formerly re- 
lated, and had said to be that of Agnes, it now ap- 
peared was erroneous ; but for what purpose it had 
been fabricated, unless the more effectually to con- 
ceal the true story, Emily could not even guess. 
Above all, her interest was excited as to the relation 
which the story of the late Marchioness de Villeroi 
bore to that of her father ; for that some kind of 
relation existed between them, the grief of St. Au* 
bert upon hearing her name, his request to bo bu- 
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ried near her, and her picture which had been found 
among his papers, certainly proved. Sometimes it 
occurred to Emily that he might have been the 
lover to whom it was said the marchioness was at- 
tached, when she was compelled to marry the Mar- 
quis de Villeroi ; but that he had afterwards che- 
rished a passion for her, she could not suffer herself 
to believe for a moment. The papers which he had 
BO solemnly enjoined her to destroy, she now fan- 
cied had related to this connexion ; and she wished 
moreear.ne.stly than before to know the reasons that 
made him consider the injunction necessary, which, 
had her faith in his principles been less, would hav& 
led her to believe that there was a mystery in hec 
birth dishonourable to htr parents, which those 
manuscripts might have revealed. 

Reflections similar to these engaged her mind 
during the greater part of the night ; and when at 
length she fell into a slumber, it was only to behold 
a vision of the dying nun, and to awaken in horrors 
like those she had witnessed. 

On the following morning she was too much in- 
disposed to attend her appointment with the abbess, 
and before the day concluded she heard that sister 
Agnes was no more. Mons. Bonnac received this 
intelligence with concern; but Emily observed 
that he did not appear so much affected now as on 
the preceding evening, immediately after quitting 
the apartment of the nun, whose death was proba- 
bly less terrible to him than the coj^fession he had 
been then called upon to witness. However thi» 
naight be, he was perhaps consoled, in some degree^ 
by a knowledge of the legacy bequeathed him, since 
his family was large, and the extravagance of some 
part of it had lately been the means of involving him 
m great distress, and even in the horrors of a pri- 
son ; and it was the grief he had suffered from the 
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wfld cweef of a favourite son, with the pecuniarf 
anxieties and misfortunes consequent upon it, that 
hftd given to his countenance the air of dejeetion 
which had so much interested Emily. 

To his friend Mons. Du Pont he reeited som^ 
particulars of his late sufferings, when it appeared 
that he had been confined for several months in one 
of the prisons of Paris, with little hope of release, 
and without the comfort of seeing his wife, who had 
been absent in the country, endeavouring, though 
in vain, to procure assistance from his. friends* 
Wlien, at length, she had obtained an order for ad- 
mittance, she was so much sliocked at the change 
which long confinement and sorrow had made in 
his appearance, that she was seized with fits, which, 
by their lon^ continuance, threatened her life. 

Our situation afiected those who happened to wit- 
ness it, continued Mons. Bonnac ; and one generous 
friend, who was in confinement at the same time, 
afterwards employed the first moments of his liberty 
in efforts to obtain mine. He succeeded; the heavy 
debt that oppressed me was discharged ; and when 
I would have expressed nw sense of the obligation 
I had received, my beneiactor was fled from my 
search. I have reason to believe he was the victim 
of his own generosity, and that he returned to the> 
state of confinement firom which he had rdeased 
me ; but every inquiry after him was unsuccessful. 
Amiable and unfortunate Valancourt ! 

Valancourt! ^exclaimed Mons. Du Pont* Of 
what&nily? 

The Valancourts,CountsDuvamey,replied Mons. 
Bonnac. 

The emotion of Mons. Du Pont, when he disco^ 
vered the generous benefiu:tor of his friend to be the 
tivid of his love, can onl^ be imagined ; but having 
overcome his first surprise^ be diuipated the appre* 
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hensioQS of Mons. Bonnac, by acquainting him that 
Valanoourt was at liberty, and had latehr been m 
Languedoc ; after whicn his affection for Emily 
prompted him to make some inquiries respecting 
the conduct of his rival during his stay at Paris, of 
which M. Bonnac appeared to be well informed* 
The answers he received were such as convinced him 
chat Valancourt had been much misrepresented; and 
painful as was the sacrifice, he formed the just de- 
sign of relinquishing his pursuit of Emily, to a lover 
who, it now appeared, was not unworthy of the re- 
gard with which she honoured him. 

The conversation of M. Bonnac discovered that 
Valancourt, some time after his arrival at Paris, had 
been drawn into the snares which determined vice 
had spread for him ; and that his hours had been 
chiefly divided between the parties of the captiva- 
ting marchioness, and those gaming assemblies to 
which the envy or the avarice of his brother-officers 
had spared no art to seduce him. In these parties 
he had lost large sums in efiorts to recover small 
ones, and to such losses the Count de Villefort and 
M. Henri had been frequent witnesses. His resources 
were at length exhausted ; and the count his bro* 
ther, exasperated by his conduct, refused to con- 
tinue the supplies necessary to his present mode of 
life; when Valancourt, in consequence of accumu- 
lated debts, was thrown into confinement, where his 
brother suffered him to remain, in the hope that 
punishment might effect a reform of conduct which 
had not yet been confirmed by long habit. 

In the solitude of his prison Valancourt had lei- 
sure for reflection and cause for repentance : here, 
toO) the image of Emily, which amidst the dissipa- 
tion of the city had been obscured but never obli- 
terated from his heart, revived, with all the charms 
of innocence and beauty, to reproach him for bav- 
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ing sacrificed his happiness and debased his talents 
by pursuits which his nobler faculties would former- 
ly have taught him to consider were as tasteless as 
they were degrading. But though his passions had 
been seduced, his heart was not depravec)) nor had 
habit riveted the chains that hung heavily on his 
conscience; and, as he retained that energy of will 
which was necessary to burst them, he at length 
emancipated himself from the bondage of vice, biit 
not till after much effort and severe suffering. 

Being released by his brother from the prison 
where he had witnessed the affecting meeting be- 
tween Monsl Bonnac and his wife, with whom he 
had been for some time acquainted, the first use of 
his liberty formed a striking instance of his huma- 
nity and his rashness ; for with nearly all ihe money 
just received from his brother, he went to a gaming- 
house, and gave it as a last stake for the chance of 
restoring his friend to freedom and to his afflicted 
family. The event was fortunate ; and while he 
had awaited the issue of this momentous stake, he 
made a solemn vow never again to yield to the de- 
structive and fascinating vice of gaming. 

Having restored the venerable Mons. Bonnac to 
his rejoicing family, he hurried from Paris to Estu- 
viere; and, in the delight of having made the 
wretched happy, forgot for a while his own mis- 
fortunes. Soon, however, he remembered that he 
had thrown away the fortune without which he 
could never hope to marry Emily ; and life, unless 
pajjsed with her, now scarcely appeared supportable ; 
for her goodness, refinement, and simplicity of heart> 
rendered her beauty more enchanting, if possible, 
to his fancy, than it had ever yet appeared. Expe- 
rience had taught him to understand the full value 
o£ the qualities which he had before admired, but 
which the contrasted characters he had seen in the 
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world made him now adore ; and these reflections 
inawasiDg the pangs of remorse and regret, occa- 
sioned the deep dejection that had accompanied him 
even into the presence of Emily, of whom he consi- 
dered himself no longer worthy. To the ignominy 
of having received pecuniary obligations from the 
Marchioness Chamfort, or any other lady of intrigue, 
as the Count de Viilefort had been informed, or of 
having been engaged in the depredating schemes of 
gamesters, Valancourt had never submitted ; and 
these were some of such scandals as often mingle 
with truth against the unfortunate. Count de Viile- 
fort had received them from authority which he 
had no reason to doubt, and which the imprudent 
conduct he had himself witnessed in Valancourt 
had certainly induced him the more readily to be- 
lieve. Being such as Emily could not name to the 
chevalier, he had no opportunity of refuting them ; 
and when he had confessed himself to be unworthy 
of her esteem, he little suspected that he was con- 
firming to her the most dreadful calumnies. Thus 
the mistake had been mutual, and had remained so^ 
when Mons. Bonnac explained the conduct of his 
generous but imprudent young friend to Du Pont ; 
who, with severe justice, determmed not only to 
undeceive the count on this subject, but to resign 
all hope of Emily. Such a sacrifice as his love ren- 
dered this, was deserving of a noble reward; and 
Mons. Bonnac, if it had been possible for him to 
forget the benevolent Valancourt, would have wish- 
ed that Emily might accept the just Du Pont. 

When the count was informed of the error he had 
committed, he was extremely shocked at the conse- 
quence of his credulity ; and the account which 
Mons. Bonnac gave of his friend's situation while 
at Paris, convinced him that Valancourt had been 
entrapped by the schemes of a set of dissipated young 
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men with whom his profession had partly obliged 
him to associate, rather than by an inclination to 
vice ; and, charmed by the humanity and noble 
though rash generosity which his conduct towards 
Mons. Bonnac exhibited, he forgave him the trans- 
ient errors that had stained his youth, and restored 
him to the high degree of esteem with which he had 
regarded him during their early acquaintance. But 
as the least reparation he could now make Valan- 
court was to afford him an opportunity of explain- 
ing to Emily his former conduct, he immediately 
wrote to request his forgiveness of the unintentional 
injury he had done him, and to invite him to Cha* 
teau-le- Blanc. Motives of delicacy withheld the 
count from informing Emily of this letter, and of 
kindness, from acquainting her with the discovery 
respecting Valancourt, till his arrival should save 
her from the possibility of anxiety as to its event ; 
and this precaution spared her even severer inquie- 
tude than the count had foreseen, since he was ig« 
norant of the symptoms of despair whicli Valan* 
court's late conduct had betrayed. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 



• • • . . But in these cases 
We still have judgement here ; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being tauglit, return 
To plague the inventor • thus even-handed Justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poison'd chalice 
To our own lips. 

Macbsth. 



Some circumstances of an extraordinary nature now 
withdrew Emily from her own sorrows, and exci- 
ted emotions which partook of both surprise and 
horror. 

A few days following that on which Signora 
Laurentini died, her will was opened at the mo- 
nastery, in the presence of the superiors and Mons. 
Bonnac, when it was found that one-third of her 
personal property was bequeathed to the nearest 
surviving relative of the late Marchioness de Ville- 
roi, and that Emily was the person. 

With the secret of Emily's family the abbess had 
long" been acquainted ; and it was in observance of 
the earnest request of St. Aubert, who was known 
to the friar that attended him on his death-bed, that 
his daughter had remained in ignorance of her re- 
lationship to the marchioness. But some hints 
which had fallen from Signora Laurentini during 
her last interview with Emily, and a confession of a 
very extraordinary nature given in her dying hours, 
had made the abbess think it necessary to converse 
with her young friend on the topic shehad not before 
ventured to introduce ; and it was for this purpose 
that she had requested to see her on the morning 
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that followed her interview with the nun. Emily's 
indisposition had then prevented the intended con- 
versation ; but now, afler the will had been exa« 
mined, she received a summons, which she imme- 
diately obeyed, and became informed of circum- 
stances that powerfully affected her. As the narra- 
tive of the abbess was, however, deficient in many 
particulars of which the reader may wish to be in- 
formed, and the history of the nun is materially 
connected with the fate of the Marchioness de Ville- 
roi, we shall omit the conversation that passed in 
the parlour of the convent, and mingle witn our re- 
lation a brief history of 
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who was the only child of her parents, and heiress 
of the ancient house of Udolpho, in the territory 
of Venice. It was the first misfortune of her Hfe^ 
and that which led to all her succeeding misety, 
that the friends who ought to have restrained her 
strong passions, and mildly instructed her in the 
art of governing them, nurtured them by early iii« 
dulgence. But they cherished their own failings in 
her ; for their conduct was not the result of rational 
kindness; and when they eitliier indulged or op- 
posed the passions of their child, they gratified their 
own. Thus they indulged her with weakness, and 
reprehended her with violence; her spirit was exas- 
perated by their vehemence, instead of being cor- 
rected by their wisdom ; and their oppositions be« 
came contests for victory, in which the due tender- 
ness of the parents, and the affectionate duties of 
the child, were equally forgotten : but as returning 
fondness disarmed the parents' resentment soonest, 
Laurenlini was su&red to believe that she had con- 
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queced, and her passions became stronger by every 
effort that had been employed to subdue them. 

The death of her father and mother in the same 
year left her to her own discretion, under the dan- 
gerous circumstances attendant bnyouthandbeauty. 
She was fond of company, delighted with admira- 
tion, yet disdainful of the opinion of the world, 
when it happened to contradict her inclinations ; 
had a gay and brilliant wit,, and was mistress of all 
the arts of fascination. Her conduct was such bs 
might have been expected from the weakness of 
her principles and the strength of her passions. 

Among her numerous admirers was the late Mar-* 
quis- de Villeroi, who, on his tour through Italy, 
saw Laurentiniat Venice, where he usually resided, 
find became her passionate adorer. Equally capti-* 
vated by the figure and accomplishments of the 
marquis, who was at that period one of the most 
distinguished noblemen at the French court, she had 
the art so effectually to cotlceal from him the dan- 
gerous traits of her character, and the blemishes 
of her late conduct, that he solicited her hand in 
marriage. 

Before the nuptials were concluded, she retired 
to the castle of Udolpho, whither the marquis fol- 
lowed, and where her conduct, relaxing from the 
propriety which she had lately assumed, discovered 
to him the precipice on which he stood. A mi- 
nuter inquiry than he had before thought it neces- 
sary to make, convinced him that he had been de- 
ceived in her chara^cter ; and she, whom he had de-. • 
signed for his wife, afterwards became his mistress. 

Having passed some weeks at Udolpho, he was. 
called abruptly to France, whither he returned with 
exti^eme reluctance, for his heart was still fascinated 
by the arts of Laurentini, with whom, however, he 
bad on various pretences delayed his marriage; but) 
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to reconcile her to this separation, he now gave re- 
peated promises of returning to conclude the nup- 
tials, as soon as the affair which thus suddenly 
. called him to France should permit. 

Soothed in some degree by these assurances, she 
suffered him to depart ; and soon after, her rela- 
tive, Montoni, arriving at Udolpho, renewed the 
addresses which she had before refused, and which 
she now again rejected. Meanwhile her thoughts 
were constantly with the Marquis de Villeroi, for 
whom she suffered all the delirium of Italian love, 
cherished by the solitude to which she confined her- 
self; for she had aow lost all taste for the pleasures 
of society and the gaiety of amusement. Her only 
indulgences were to sign and weep over a miniature 
of the marquis; to visit the scenes that had wit- 
nessed their happiness ; to pour forth her heart to 
him ia writing ; and to count the weeks, the days, 
which must intervene belbre the period that he had 
mentioned as probable for his return. But this pe- 
viod passed without bringing him ; and week atter- 
week followed in heavy and almost intolerable ex- 
pectation. During this interval, Laurentini's fancy, 
occupied incessantly by one idet^ became disordered ; 
and her whole heart being devoted to one object, 
life became hateful to her, when she believed that 
object lost. 

Several months passed, during which she heard 
nothing from the Marquis de Villeroi, and her days 
were marked, at intervals, with the phrensy of pas- 
sion and the sulleuness of despair. She secluded 
herself from all visitors, and sometimes remained in 
her apartment for weeks together, refusing to speak 
to every person, except her favourite female atten- 
dant, writing scraps of letters, reading again and 
again those she had received from the marquis, 
weeping over his picture, and speaking to it, for 
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many hours, upbraiding, reproachiitg, and caressing 
It alternately. 

At length a report reathed her that the marquis 
had married in France ; and after suffering all thd 
extremes of love, jealousy, and indignation, she 
formed the desperate resolution of going secretly to 
that country, and, if the report proved true, ot at- 
tempting a deep revenge. To her favourite woman 
only she confided the plan of her journey ; and she 
engaged her to partake of it. Having collected her 
jewels, which, descending to her from many branches 
of her family, were of immense value, and all her 
cash, to a very large amount, they were packed in a 
^unk, which was privately conveyed to a neigh- 
- bouring town, whither Laurentini, with this only 
servant, followed, and thence proceeded secretly to 
Leghorn, where they embarked for France. 

When, on her arrival in Languedoc, she found 
that the Marquis de Villeroi had been married for 
some months, her despair almost deprived her of 
reasoO, and she alternately projected and abandoned 
the horrible design of murdering the marquis, his 
urif&y and herself. At length she contrived to throw 
herself in his way, with an intention of reproaching 
him for his conduct, and of stabbing herself in his 

Eresence ; but when she again saw him who so long 
ad been the constant object of her thoughts and 
affections, resentment yielded to love; her re- 
solution failed; she trembled with the conflict 
of emotions that assailed her heart, and fainted 
away. 

The marquis was not proof against her beauty 
and sensibihty ; all the energy with which he had 
iSrst loved returned, for his passion had been resisted - 
by prudence, rather than (Overcome by indifi^rence ; 
and since the honour of his family would not per* 
mit him to marry her^ he had endeavoured to 8ub<^ 
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due his love ; and had so far succeeded as to select 
the then marchioness for his wife, whom he loved at 
first with a tempered and rational affection. But 
the mild virtues of that amiable lady did not recom- 
pense him for her indifference, which appeared, not- 
withstanding her efforts to conceal it ; and he had 
for some time suspected that her affections were en- 
gaged by another person, when Laurentini arrived 
in Languedot. This artful Italian soon perceived 
that she had regained her influence over him ; and, 
soothed by the discovery, she determined to live, and 
to employ all her enchantments to win his consent 
to the diabolical deed,^ which she believed was neces- 
sary to the security of her happiness. She conduct- 
ed her scheme with deep dissimulation and patient 
perseverance ; and having completely estranged the 
affections of the marquis from his wife, whose gen- 
tle goodness and unimpassioned manners had ceased 
to please, when contrasted with the captivations of 
the Italian, she proceeded to awaken in his mind 
the jealousy of pride, for it was no longer that of 
love, and even pointed out to him the person to 
whom she affirmed the marchioness had sacrificed 
her honour ; but Laurentini had first extorted from 
him a solemn promise to forbear avenging himself 
upon his rival. This was an important part of her 
plan ; for she knew that if his desire of venseance 
was restrained towards one party, it would burn 
more fiercely towards the other, and he might then 
perhaps be prevailed on to assist in the horrible act, 
which would release him from the only barrier that 
withheld him from making her his wife. 

The innocent marchioness, meanwhile, observed 
with extreme grief the alteration in her husband's 
manners. He became reserved and thoughtful in 
her presence ; his conduct was austere, and some- 
times even rude j and he lefl her, for many hours 
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together, to vreep for his unkindness, and to form 
plans for the recovery of his affection. His conduct 
afflicted her the more, because in obedience to the 
command of her father she had accepted his hand, 
though her affections were engaged to another 
whose amiable disposition she had reason to believe 
would have ensured her happiness. This circum- 
stance Laurentini had discovered soon af^er her 
arrival in France, and had made ample use of it in 
assisting her designs upon the marquis, to whom 
she adduced such seeming proof of his wife's infi- 
delity, that, in the frantic rage of wounded honour, 
he consented to destroy his wife. A slow poison 
was administered, and she fell a victim to the jea- 
lousy and subtlety of Laurentini, and to the guilty 
weakness of her husband. 

But the moment of Laurentini's triumph, th« 
moment to which she had looked forward for the 
completion of all her wishes, proved only the com- 
mencement of a suffering that nevei^ left her td her 
dyijig hour. 

The passion of revenge, which had in part stimu- 
lated her to the commission of this atrocious deed, 
died even at the moment when it was gratitied, and 
left her to the horrors of unavailing pity and re- 
morse, w}iich would probably have impoisoned all 
the years she had promised herself with the Marquis 
dc ViUeroi, had her expectations of an alliance with 
him been realised. But he, too, had found the mo- 
ment of his revenge to be that of remorse as to him- 
self, and detestation as to the partner of his crime; 
the feeling which he had mistaken for conviction 
was no more ; and he stood astonished and aghast, 
that no proof remained of his wife's infidelity, now 
that she had suffered the punishment of guilt. Even 
when he was informed that she was dying, he bad 
felt suddenly and unaccountably reassured of herin- 
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tiocence; nor was the solemn assurance she inadd 
him in her last hour capable of affording him a 
stronger conviction of her blameless conduct. 
. In the first horrors of remorse and despair, he felt 
inclined to deliver up himself, and the woman who 
had plunsed him into this abj'ss of guilt, into the 
hands of justice ; but when the paroxysm of his suf- 
fering was over, his intention changed. Laurentini, 
however, he saw only once afterwards, and that was 
to curse her as the mstigator of his crime, and to 
say, that he spared her life only on condition that 
she passed the rest of her days in prayer and penance. 
Overwhelmed with disappointment, on receiving 
contempt and abhorrence from the man for whose 
sake she had not scrupled to stain her conscience 
with human blood, and touched with horror of the 
unavailing crime she had committed, she renounced 
the world, and retired to the monastery of St. Clair, 
a dreadful victim to unresisted passion. 

The marquis, immediately after the death of his 
wife, quitted Chateau-le-Blanc, to which he never 
returned, and endeavoured to lose the sense of his 
cdme amidst the tumult of war, or the dissipations 
of a capital : but his efforts were vain ; a deep de- 
jection hung over him ever afler, for which his most 
intimate friends could not account ; and he*at length 
died, with a degree of horror nearly equal to that 
which Laurentini had suffered. The physician, who 
had observed the singular appearance of the unfor- 
tunate marchioness afler death, had been bribed to 
silence ; and, as the surmises of a few of the servants 
had proceeded no further than a whisper, the afi&ir 
had never been investigated. Whether this whisper 
ever reached the father of the marchioness, and if it' 
did, whether the "difficulty of obtaining proof deter- 
red him from prosecuting the Marquis de Villeroi, is 
uncertain; but her death was deeply lamented by 
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some papt of h^r family, and particularly by her bro- 
ther, M. St. Aubert ; for that was the degree of re- 
lationship which had existed between Emily's father 
and the marchioness ; and there is no doubt that he 
suspected the manner of her death. Many letters 
passed between the marquis and him, soon after the 
decease of his beloved sister, the subject of which 
was not known, but there is reason to believe that 
they related to the cause of her death ; and these 
were the papers, together with some letters of the 
marchioness, who had confided to her brother the 
occasion of her unhappiness, which St. Aubert had 
so solemnly enjoined his daughter to destroy ; and 
anxiety for her peace had probably made him fo^'bid 
her to inquire into tlie melancholy story to which 
they alluded. Such, indeed, had been his affliction 
on the premature death of this his favourite sister, 
whose unhappy marriage had from the first excited 
his tenderest pity, that he never could hear her 
named, or mention her himself after her death, ex- 
cept to Madame St. Aubert. From Emily, whose 
sensibility he feared to awaken, he had so carefully 
concealed her history and name, that she was igno« 
rant, till now,. that she ever had such a relative as 
the Marchioness de Villeroi ; and from this motive 
be had enjoined silence to his only surviving sister, 
Madame Cheron, who had scrupulously observed his 
request- 
It was over some of the last pathetic letters of the 
iparchioness that St. Aubert was weeping when he 
was observed by Emily on the eve of her departure 
from La Vallee, and it was her picture which he had 
so tenderly caressed. Her disastrous death may ac- 
count for the emotion he had betrayed on hearing 
her nained by La Voisin, apd for his request to be 
interred near the monument of the Villerois, where 
hei* remains were deposited, but not those of her 

2^2 
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husband, who was buried, where he died, in the north 
of France. 

The confessor who attended St. Aubert in his last 
moments, recollected him to be the brother of th« 
late marchioness, when St. Aubert, from tenderness 
to Emily, had conjured him to conceal the circum- 
etance, arid to request that the abbess, to whose care 
he particularly recommended her, would do the same ; 
a request which had been exactly observed. 

Laurentini, on her arrival in France, had carefully 
concealed her name and family, and, the better to 
disguise her real history, had, on entering the con- 
vent, caused the story to be circulated which had 
imposed on sister Frances ; and it is probable th9t 
the abbess, who did not preside in the convent at 
the time of her noviciation, was also entirely igno- 
rant of the truth. The deep remorse that seized on 
the mind of Laurentini, together with the sufferings 
of disappointed passion, for she still loved the mar- 
quis, again unsettled her intellects ; and after the 
nrst paroxysms of despair were passed, a heavy and 
silent melancholy had settled upon her spirits, which 
suffered few interruptions from fits of phrensy till the 
time of her death. During many years, it had been 
her only amusement to walk in the woods near the 
monastery, in the solitary hours of night, and to play 
upon a favourite instrument, to which she some- 
times joined the delightful melody of her voice in 
the most solemn and melancholy airs of her native 
country, modulated by all the energetic feeling that 
dwelt in her heart; The physician who had attended 
her recommended it to the superior to indulge her 
in this whim, as the only means of soothing her dis- 
tempered fancy ; and she was suffered to walk in the 
lonely hours of night, attended by the servant who 
had accompanied her from Italy ; but as the indul- 
gence transgressed against the rules of the convent, 
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it was kept as secret as possible ; and thus the my- 
sterious music of Laurentini had combined, with 
other circumstances, to produce areport that not only 
the chateau, but its neighbourhood, was haunted. 

Soon after her entrance into this holy community, 
and before she had shown any symptoms of insanity 
,^ there, she made a will, in which, after bequeathing 
' a considerable legacy to the convent, she divided the 
remainder of her personal property, which her jew- 
els made very valuable, between the wife of Moos. 
Bonnac, who was an Italian lady, and her relation, 
and the nearest surviving relative of the late Mar- 
chioness de Villeroi. As Emily St. Aubert was not 
only the nearest but the sole relative, this legacy de- 
scended to her, and thus explained to her the whole 
mystery of her father's conduct. 

The resemblance between Emily and her unfor- 
tunate aunt had frequently been observed by X^au- 
rentini) and had occasioned the singular behavi- 
our which had formerly alarmed her : but it was 
in the nun's dying hour, when her conscience gave 
her perpetually the idea of the marchioness, that she 
became more sensible than ever of this likeness, and 
in her plirensy deemed it no resemblance of the per- 
son she had injured, but the original herself. The 
bold assertion that had followed on the recovery of 
her senses, that Emily was the daughter of the 
Marchioness de Villeroi, arose from a suspicion that 
she was so ; for, knowing .that her rival, when she 
married the marquis, was attached to another lover, 
she had scarcely scrupled to believe that her honour 
had been sacriticed, like her own, to an unresisted 
passion. 

Of a crime, however, to which Emily had suspect- 
ed, from her phrensied confession ot murder, that 
she had been iiisirumqntal in the castle of Udolpho, 
Laurentini was innocent; and she had herjself been 

2e3 
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deceived concerning the spectacle that formerly oc- 
casioned her so much terror, and had since com* 
pelled her, for a while, to attribute the horrors of 
the nun to a consciousness of a murder committed 
in that castle. 

It may be remembered, that in a chamber of 
Udolpho hung a black veil, whose singular situation 
had excited Emily's curiosity, and which afterwards 
disclosed an object that had overwhelmed her with 
horror ; for on lifting it, there appeared, instead of 
the picture she had expected, within a recess of the 
wall a human figure, of ghastly paleness, stretched 
at its length, and dressed in the habiliments of the 
grave. What added to the horror of the spectacle, 
was, that the face appeared partly decayed and dis- 
figured by worms, which were visible on the features 
and hands. On such an object it will be readily 
believed that no person could endure to look twice. 
Emily, it may be recollected, had, after the first 
glance, let the veil drop, and her terror had pre- 
vented her from ever after provoking a renewal of 
such suffering as she had then experienced. — Had 
she dared to look again, het delusion and her fears 
would have vanished together, and she would have 
perceived that the figure before her was not human, 
but formed of waxt The history of it is somewhat 
extraordinary, though not without example in the 
records of that fierce severity which monkish super- 
stition has sometimes inflicted pn mankind. A 
member of the house of Udolpho having committed 
some offence against the prerogative of the church, 
had been condemned to the penance of contemplat- 
ing, during certain hours of the day, a waxen image, 
made to resemble a human body in the state to 
which it is reduced after death. This penance, 
serving as a memento of the condition at which he 
must himself arrivci had been designed to reprove 

^ ^ jy r / 
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the pride of the Marquis of Udolpho, which had 
formerly so much exasperated that of the Romish 
church ; and he had not only superstitiously observed 
this penance himself, which he had believed was to 
obtain a pardon for all his sins, but had made it a 
condition in his will, that his descendants should pre- 
serve the image, on pain of forfeiting to the church 
a certain part of his domain, that they also might 
profit by the humiliating moral it conveyed. The 
figure, therefore, had been suffered to retain its sta- 
tion in the wall of the chamber ; but his descendants 
excused themselves from observing the penance to 
which he had been enjoined. 

This image was so horribly natural, that it is not 
surprising Emily should have mistaken it for the 
object it resembled ; nor, since she had heard such 
an extraordinary account concerning the disappear- 
ing of the late lady of the castle, and had such ex "! 
Eerienceof the character of Montoni, that she should 
ave believed this to be the murdered body of the 
Lady Laurentini, and that he had been the contriver 
of her death. 

The situation in which she had discovered it, oc^ 
casioned her at first much surprise and perplexity; 
but the vigilance with which the doors of the cham- 
ber where it-was deposited were afterwards secured^ 
had compelled hfer to believe that Montoni, not 
daring to confide the secret of her death to any 
person, had suffered her remains to decay in this 
obscure chamber. The ceremony of the veil, how- 
ever, and the circumstance of the doors having been 
left open even for a moment, had occasioned her 
much wonder and some doubts : but these were not 
su£Bcient to overcome her suspicion of Montoni ; 
and it was the dread of his terrible vengeance that 
had sealed her lips in silence concerning what she 
had seen in the west chamber* 
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Emily, in discovering the Marchioness de Vifleroi 
to have been the sister of Mons. St. Aubert, ¥ra8 
variously affected ; but, Amidst the sorrow which 
she suffered for her untimely death, she was released 
from an an?iious and painful conjecture, occasioned 
by the rash assertion of Signora Laurentini, con- 
cerning her birth and the honour of her parents* 
Her faith in St. Aubert's principles would scarcely 
allow her to suspect that he had acted dishonour* 
^bly ; and she felt such reluctance to believe her* 
self the daughter of any other than her whom she 
had always considered and loved as a mother, that 
she would hardly admit such a circumstance to be 
possible : yet the likeness which it had frequently 
been affirmed she bore to the late marchioness, the 
former behaviour of Doroth6e the old housekeeper, 
the assertion of Laurentini, and the mysterious at* 
taphment which St. Aubert had discovered, awaken* 
ed doubts as to his connexion with the marchionessy 
which her reason ^ouli neither vanquish nor con- 
firm. From these, however, she was now relieved, 
and all the circumstances of her father's conduct 
were fully explained : but her heart was oppressed 
by the melancholy catastrophe of her amiable rela* 
tive, and by the awful lesson which the history of 
the nun exhibited, the indulgence of whose passions 
had been the means of leading her gradually to the 
commission of a crime, from the prophecy of which 
in her e^rly years she would have recoiled in hor- 
ror, and exclaimed — that it could not be! — a crimei 
which whole years of repentance and of the severest 
penance had not been sblo to obliterate fropi her 
consciencet 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 



• Then, fresh tears 

Stood on her cheek, as doth the Iioney-dew 
Upon a gather^ lily almost wither'd. 

Shakspiakz* 



After the late discoveries, Emily was distinguish- 
ed at the chateau by the count and his family as a 
relative of the house of Villeroi, and received, if 
possible, more friendly attention than had yet been 
4Bhown her. 

Count de Villeforfs surprise at the delay of an 
answer to his letter, which had been directed to 
Valancourt at Estuviere, was mingled with satisfac- 
tion for the prudence which had saved Emily from 
a share of the anxiety he now suffered ; though, 
when he saw her still drooping under the effect of 
his former error, all his resolution was necessary to 
restrain him from relating the truth, that would 
afford her a momentary relief. The approaching 
nuptials of the Lady Blanche now divided his at- 
tention with this subject of his anxiety; for the in- 
habitants of the chateau were already busied in pre- 
parations for that event, and the arrival of Mons. 
St. Foix was daily expected. In the gaiety which 
surrounded her, Emily vainly tried to participate^ 
her spirits being depressed by the late discoveries, 
and by the anxiety concerning the fate of Valan- 
court, that had been occasioned by the descriptioii 
of his manner when he had delivered the ring. She 
Msemed to perceive in it the gloomy wildness of 
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despair; and when she considered to what that de- 
spair might have urged him, her heart sunk with 
terror and grief. The state of suspense, as to his 
•afety, to which she believed herself condemned till 
she should return to La Vallee, appeared insupport- 
able ; and, in such moments, she could not even 
struggle to assume the composure that had left her 
mind, but would often abruptly quit the company 
she was with, and endeavour to soothe her spirits 
i Tithe tletp s( litudes of the woods that overbrowed 
the shore. Here the faint roar of foaming waves 
that beat below, and the sullen murmur of the wind 
among the branches around, were circumstances in 
unison with the temper of her mind; and she would 
sit on a cKfF, or on the broken steps of her favourite 
watch-tower, observing the changing colours of the 
evening clouds, and the gloom oftwilight draw over 
the sea, till the white tops of billows, riding towards 
the shore, could scarcely be discerned am'idst the 
darkened waters. The lines engraved by Valancourt 
on this tower, she frequently repeated with melan- 
choly enthusiasm, and then would endeav.our to 
check the recollections and the grief they occasion* 
ed, and to turn her thoughts to indifferent subjects. 
One evening, having wandered with her lute to 
this her favourite spot,she entered the ruined tower, 
and ascended a winding staircase that led to a small 
chamber which was less decayed than the rest of the 
building, and whence she had often gazed with ad- 
miration on the wide prospect of sea and land that 
extended below. The sun was now setting on that 
tract of the Pyrenees which divides Languedoc from 
Rousillon ; and placing herself opposite to a small 
grated window, which, like the wood-tops beneath, 
and the waves lower still, gleamed with the red glow 
of the west, she touched the chords of her lute in 
solemn symphony, md (hen iicgompaQi^d \% with 
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het voice in one of the simple and affecting airs to 
which, in happier days, Valancourt had often listen- 
ed in rapture, and which she now adapted to the 
following lines : 

TO Melancholy* 



Spirit of love and sorrow— hail ! 

Thy solemn voice from far I heaXf 
Mingling with evening's dying gale } 

Hail, with this sadly-pleasing tear ! 

O! at this still, this lonely hour, 
Thine own sweet hour of closing day^ 

Awake thy lute, whose charmful power 
Shall call up Fancy to obey; 

To paint the wild romantic dreem, 
"niat meets the poet's musing eye^ 

As on the bank of shadowy stream 
He breatlies to her the fervid sight 

lonely spirit ! let thy song 

Lead me through all thy sacred hauot; 
The minster's moon-light aisles along, 
Where spectres raise the midnight chatmt ! 

1 hear their dirges faintly swell! 
Tlicn, sink at once in silence drear. 

While, from the pillar*d cloister's cell. 
Dimly their gliding forms appear! 

Lead where the pine-woods wave on high^ 
Whose pathless sod is darkly seen. 

As the cold moon, with trembling eye, 
Darts her long beams the leaves betweezii 

Lead to the mountain's dusky heady 
Where, far below, in shade profound. 

Wide forests, plains, and hamlets spread. 
And sad the chimes of vesper soua^ ' 
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Or guide me where the dashing oar 
Just breaks the stillness of the vale. 

As slow it tracks the winding shor6. 
To meet the ocean*s distant sail : 

To pebbly banks, that Neptune laves 
With measured surges loud and deep. 

Where the dark cliff bends o*er the waves. 
And wild the winds of autumn sweep. 

There pause at B»dnight's spectred hour. 
And list the long-resoundine gale ; 

And catch the fleeting moon-light's power. 
O'er foaming seas and distant sail. 

The* soft tranquillity of the scene below, where 
tlie evening breeze scarcely curled the water, or 
swelled the passing sail that caught the last gleam 
of the sun, and where, now and then, a dipping oar 
was all that disturbed the trembling radiance, con- 
spired with the tender melody of her lute to lull her 
mind into a state of gentle sadness ; and she sung 
the mournful songs of past times, till the remem- 
brances they awakened were too powerful for her 
heart, her tears fell upon the lute, over which she 
drooped, and her voice trembled, and was unable 
to proceed. 

Though the sun had now sunk behind the moun- 
tains, and even his reflectpd light was fading from 
their highest points, Emily did not leave the watch- 
tower, but continued to indulge her melancholy re- 
verie, till a footstep at a little distance startled her, 
and on looking through the grate she observed a 
person walking below, whom, however, soon per- 
ceiving to be Mons. Bonnac, she returned to the 
quiet Uioughtfulness his step had interrupted. After 
some time she again struck her lute, and sung her 
favourite air ; but again a step disturbed her, and, 
as she paused to listen, she heard it ascending the 
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Atahrcase of the tower. The gloom of the hour^ 
perhaps, made her sensible to some degree of fear ^ 
which she might not otherwise have felt ; for only a 
few minutes before she had seen Mons. Bonnac pass. 
The steps were quick and bounding, and in the 
next moment the door of the chamber opened, and 
a person entered whose features were Veiled in the 
obscurity of twilight ; but his voice could not be 
concealed, for it was the voice of Valancourt ! At 
the sound, never heard by Emily without eitiotion^ 
she started in terror, astonishment, and doubtful 
pleasure ; and had scarcely beheld him at her feet^ 
when she sunk into a seat, overcome by the various 
emotions that contended at her hearty and almost 
insensible to that voice whos^ earnest and trembling 
calls seemed as if endeavouring to save hen' Valan-* 
court, as he hung over Emily, deplored his own rash 
impatience in having thus surprised her : for when 
he had arrived at the chateau, too anxious to await 
the return of the count, who, he understood, was 
in the grounds, he went himself to seek him, when^ 
as he passed the tower, he Was struck by the sound 
of Emily's voice, and immediately ascended* 

tt was a considerable time before she revived ; but 
when her recollection returned, she repulsed his at* 
tentions with an air of reserve, and inquired, with 
as much displeasure as it was possible she could feel 
in these first moments of his appearance, the occa«» 
fiion of his visit. 

Ah, Emily 1 said Valancourt, that air^ those words 
— alas ! I have, then, little to hope — when you ceased 
to esteem me) you ceased also to love me ! 

Most true. Sir, replied Emily, endeavouring to 
command her trembling voice; and if you had 
valued ray esteem, you would not have given me this 
new occasion for uneasiness. 

Valancourfs countenance changed tnddenly froBi!i 
VOL. xLvii. 2 r 
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the anxieties of aoubt to an expression of surprise 
and dismay : he was silent a moment, and then said, 
I had been taught to hope for a very different re- 
ception ! Is it then true, Emily, that I have lost 
your regard for ever ? Am I to believe that though 
your esteem for me may return — your affection 
never can? Can the count have meditated the cruelty 
which now tortures me with a second death ? 

The voice in which he spoke this alarmed Emily 
as much as his words surprised her, and with trem« 
bling impatience she begged that he would explain 
them. 

Can any explanation be necessary ? said Valan- 
court : do you not know how cruelly my conduct has 
been misrepresented ? that the actions of which you 
once believed me guilty (and, O Emily ! how could 
you so degrade me in your opinion, even for a mo- 
ment?) — those actions I hold in as much contemp 
and abhorrence as yourself? Are you, indeed, ig- 
norant that Count de Villefort has detected the 
slanders that have robbed me of all I hold dear on 
earth, and has invited me hither to justify to you 
my former conduct ? It is surely hnpossible you can 
be uninformed of the^e circumstances, and I am 
again torturing myself with a false hope ! 

The silence of Emily confirmed this supposition • 
for the deep twilight would not allow Valancourt to 
distinguish the astonishment and doubting joy that 
fixed her features. For a moment she continued 
unable to speak ; then a profound sigh seemed to 
give some relief to her spirits, and she said, 

Valancourt 1 I was till this moment ignorant of 
all the circumstances you have mentioned ; the emo- 
tion 1 now suffer may assure you of the truth of this, 
and that though I had ceased to esteem, I had not 
taught myself entirely to forget you. 

This moment ! said Valancourt in a low voicei 
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and leaning for support against the window — this 
moment brings with it a conviction that overpowers 
me! — I am dear to you, then^ — still dear to you, my 
Emily ! 

Is it necessary that I should tell you so ? she re- 
plied: is it necessary that I should say — these are the 
first moments of joy I have known since your de- 
parture, and that they repay me for all those of pain 
1 have suffered in the interval ? 

Valancourt sighed deeply, and was unable to re- 
ply ; but as he pressed her hand to his lips, the tears 
tiiat fell over it spoke a language which could not 
be mistaken, and to which words were inadequate. 

Emily, somewhat tranquillized, proposed return- 
ing to the chateau; and then, for the first time, re- 
collected that the count had invited Valancourt thi- 
ther to explain his conduct, and that no explanation 
had yet been given. But while she acknowledged 
this, her heart would not allow her to dwell for a 
moment on the possibility of his unworthiness: his 
look, his voice, his manner, all spoke the noble sin- 
cerity which had formerly distinguished him ; and 
she again permitted herself to indulge the emotions 
of a Joy more surprising and powerful than she had 
ever before experienced. 

Neither Emily nor Valancourt were conscious how 
they reached the chateau, whither they might have 
been transferred by the spell of a fairy, for any thing 
. they could remember; and it was not till they had 
reached the great hall that either of them recollected 
there were other persons in the world besides them- 
selves. The count then came forth with surprise 
and with the joy fulness of pure benevolence to wel- 
come Valancourt, and to entreat his forgiveness of 
the injustice he had done him ; soon after which 
Mons. Bonnac joined this happy group, in which he 
and Valancourt were mutually rejoiced to meet. 

2f2 
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When the first congratulations were overhand the 
general joy became somewhat more tranquil, the 
count withdrew with Valancourt to the library, 
where a long conversation passed between them; m 
'which the latter so clearly justified himself of the 
criminal parts of the conduct imputed to him, and 
so candidly confessed and so feelingly lamented the 
follies which he bad committed, that the count was 
confirmed in the belief of all he had hoped ; and 
while he perceived so many noble virtues m Valan- 
court, and that experience had taught him to detest 
the follies which before he had only not admired, he 
did not scruple to believe that he would pass through 
life with the dignity of a wise and good roan, or to 
intrust to bis care the future happiness of Emily Su 
Aubert, for whom he felt the solicitude of a parent. 
Of this he soon informed her, in a short conversation, 
when Valancourt had left him. While Emily listened 
to a relation of the services that Valancourt had ren- 
dered Mens. Bonnac, her eyes overflowed with tears 
of pleasure; and the further conversation of Count 
de Villefort perfectly dissipated every doubt, as to 
the past and future conduct of him, to whom she 
now restored, without fear, the esteem and affection 
with which she had formerly received him. 

When they returned to the supper-room, the 
countess and Lady Blanche met Valancourt with 
sincere congratulations ; and Blanche, indeed, was 
so much rejoiced to see Emily returned to happiness, 
as to forget for a while that Mons. St. Foix was 
not yet arrived at the chateau, though he had been 
expepted for some hours ; but her generous sym» 
pathy was soon after rewarded by his appearance. 
He was now perfectly recovered from the wounds 
received during his perilous adventure among the 
Pyrenees, the mention of which served to heighten 
tp thp p^rtje^ w(io had been involved iii it, th^ s^nte 
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of their present happiness. New congratulations 
passed between them, and round the supper-table 
appeared a group of faces smiling with felicity, but 
with a felicity which had in each a different charac- 
ter. The smile of Blanche was frank and gay, that 
of Emily tender and pensive ; Valancourt's was rap- 
turous, tender, and gay, alternately; Mons. St. 
Foix's was joyous ; and that of the count, as he 
looked on the surrounding party, expressed the tem- 
pered complacency of benevolence ; while the fea- 
tures of the countess, Henri, and Mons. Bonnac^ 
discovered fainter traces of animation. Poor Mons. 
Du Pont did not, by his presence, throw a shade of 
regret over the company ; for when he had dis- 
covered that Valancourt was not unworthy of the 
esteem of Emily, he determined seriously to endea- 
vour at the conquest of his own hopeless affection, 
and had immediately withdrawn from Chateau- le- 
Blanc — a conduct which Emily now understood^ 
and rewarded with her admiration and pity. 

The count and his guests continued together till 
a late hour, yielding to the delights of social gaiety 
and to the sweets of friendship. When Annette 
heard of the arrival of Valancourt, Ludovico had 
some difficulty to prevent her going into the supper- 
room to express her joy, for she declared that she 
had never been so rejoiced at ady accident as thiSi 
since she had found Ludovico himself. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 



Kow my task is smoothly done, 

I can fly, or I can run 

Quickly to the green earth's end, 

Where the bow'd welkm low doth bend; 

And, from thence, can soar as soon 

To tlie comers of the moon* 

MiLTOK. 

Ti/E mapriages of the Lady BlancHe and Emily St« 
Aubert were celebrated on the same day, and with 
the ancient baronial magnificence, at Chateau-le 
Blanc, The feasts were held in the great hall of 
the castle, which on this occasion was hung with 
superb new tapestry, representing the exploits of 
Charlemagne and his twelve peeis : here were se^ 
the Saracens, with their horrible visors, advancing 
to battle ; and there were displayed the wild soleni 
nitles of incantation, and the necromantic feats ex- 
hibited by the magician Jarl before the emperor. 
The sumptupiis banners of the family of Villeroi, 
which had long slept in dust, were once more un- 
furled, to wave pver the Gothic points of painted 
casements ; ^nd ipusic echoed, ip many a lingering 
close, through every winding gallery and colonnade 
of that vast edifice. 

As Annette loojied dpwn frqm the corridor upon 
the hall, whose arches and windows were illuminate^ 
with brilliant festoons pf lamps, and ga^ed on tlie 
splendid dresses of the dancers, the ^ostly liveries of 
the attendants, the canopies of purple velvet and 
gold, and listened to the gay strains that floated 

alppg the vaulted roof; 9be ^roost %cied ber^lf id 



f 



MYSTERIES OF UDOLPHO. 831 

an enchanted palace, and declared that she had not 
met with any place which charmed her so much, 
since she read the fairy tales ; hay, that the fairies 
themselves, at their nightly revels in this old hall, 
could display nothing finer ; while old Doroth6e, as 
she surveyed the scene, sighed, and said the castle 
looked as it was wont to do in the time of her youth. 

After gracing the festivities of Chateau-le-Blanc 
for some days, Valancourt and Emily took leave of 
their kind friends, and returned to La Valine, where 
the faithful Theresa received them with unfeigned 
joy, and the pleasant shades welcomed them with a 
thousand tender and affecting remembrances ; and 
while they wandered together over the scenes so 
long inhabited by the late Mons. and Madame St. 
Aubert, and Emily pointed out with pensive affec- 
tion their favourite haunts, her present happiness 
was heightened by considering, that it would have 
been worthy of their approbation, could they have 
witnessed it. 

Yalancourt led her to the plane-tree on the ter- 
race, where he had first ventured to declare his love^ 
and where now the remembrance of the anxiety he 
had then suffered, and the retrospect of all the dan* 
gers and misfortunes they had each encountered, 
since last they sat together beneath its broad 
branches, exalted the sense of their present felicity, 
which, on this spot, sacred to the memory of St. 
Aubert, they solemnly vowed to deserve, as far as 
possible, by endeavouring to imitate his benevolence, 
li^by remembering, that superior attainments of 
every sort bring with them duties of superior exer« 
^on,— -and by affording to their fellow-beings, to- 
gether with that portion of ordinary comforts which 
prosperity always owes to misfortune, the example 
pf lives passed m happy thankfulness to God, and, 
tf)^r<?fp|re, in (careful tendern^ tp bis creatures. 
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Soon after their return to La Vall6e, the brother 
of Valancourt came to congratulate him on his mar- 
riage, and to pay his respects to Emily, with whom 
he was so much pleased, as well as with the pro- 
spect of rational happiness, which these nuptials of- 
fered to Valancourt, that he immediately resigned 
to him a part of the rich domain, the whole of which, 
as he had no family, would of course descend to his 
brother on his decease. 

The estates at Thoulouse were disposed of, and 
Emily purchased of Mons. Quesnel the ancient do- 
main of her late father, where, having given An- 
nette a marriage portion, she settled her as the 
housekeeper, and Ludovico as the steward: but 
since both Valancourt and herself preferred the 
pleasant and long-loved shades of La Valine to the 
magnificence of Epourville, they continued to reside 
there, passing, however, a few months in the yeai* 
at the birth-place of St. Aubert, in tender respect 
to his memory. 

The legacy which had been bequeathed to Emily 
by Signora Lauren tini, she begged Valancourt would 
allow her to resign to Mons. Bonnac ; and Valan- 
court, when she made the request, felt all the value 
of the compliment it conveyed. The castle of Udol- 
pho, also, descended to the wife of Mons. Bonnac, 
who was the nearest surviving relation of the house 
of that name ; and thus affluence restored his long 
oppressed spirits to peace, and hk family to com- 
fort. 

O ! how joyful it is to tell of happiness such as 
that of Valancourt and Emily; to relate that, after 
suffering under the oppression of the vicious and 
the disdun of the weak, they were at length restor- 
ed to each other — ^to the beloved landscapes of their 
native country — ^to the securest felicity of this life, 
that of aspiring to moral and labouring for intellec- 
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tual improvement — to the pleasures of enlighteped 
society, and to the exercise of the benevolence which 
had always aninnated their hearts ; while the bower* 
of La Vallee became once more the retreat of good- 
ness, wisdom, and domestic blessedness ! 

1 useful may it be to have ^hown, that though 
the vicious can sometimes pour affliction upon the 
good, their power is transient and their punishment 
certain ; and that innocence, though oppressed by 
injustice, shall, supported by patience, finally tri- 
umph over misfortune ! 

And if the weak hand that has recorded this tale, 
has, by its scenes, beguiled the mourner of one ho\^r 
of sorrow, or, by its moral, taught him to sustain it 
— the effort, however humble, has not been vain, 
por is the writer uprewairded. 
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